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AUTHOR'S NOTE.

In this true story of the Siege of Boston,,
the author ha, been compelled to draw on
his imagination for the names of the two
who 10 ably "fooled the enemy,"for, though
hi,tory records the fact,, the names of the
participants are not given.
It may be interesting to remember that
the Benjamin Pierce who play, 10 important a part in the Boy, of Liberty wa,
the father of Franklin Pierce, who in
later year, became President of the United
States. Benjamin Pierce received hi, bapti,m of fire at Bunker Hill, and there
pledged hi, life to the cause of Liberty.

FOOLING THE ENEMY.

CHAPTER I.
IN

THE PROVINCE

HOUSE.

The windows of the Province House, in Boston, were

brilliantly illuminated, and the shadows which crossed
them proved that a· number of guests had gathered
there.
It is our privilege to enter that house and record
some of the doings and much of the talk there indulged
in, and if any should say that we are playing the spy
and are as bad as Paul Pry, we would respectfully tell
them that as we were paying taxes and, in certain contingencies, would have to pay more, and that tke entertainment in the Province House was, in a great
measure, paid for out of those taxes, we considered we
had a right to take a peep behind the curtains.
But as we well know, it is impossible to satisfy
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In the Province House.

everyone, so, · without further excuse, we proceed to

tell the story, which we hope

v:_ill

prove as fascinating

to the reader as it has been to the writer thereof.

In the large parlors of the Province House men
were moving _about clad in brilliant uniforms and wear• ing medals and decorations indicative of royal pleasure or distinguished rank.

Ladies were there al_so, but there was a look of con•
straint on their faces which showed that they were not
quite as happy as the men.
It may be that the ladies had left the banquet room
much earlier than the men, and that ,after they had
left the wine had flowed so freely that tongues were
loosened and wit was released from the somewhat
heavy brains of those present.
Lest it may be thought that wine drinking had been
more than any excuse warranted, and th~t even those
;who liked to linger over the port or sherry, ought to
have remembered that the ladies awaited them, it may
be well to go back a little and see that company seated
round the banquet table.
Gen. Howe, who had succeeded Gage in command

In the Province House.
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of the British troops in Boston, sat at the head of the
table, and around the board were the most distinguished of the British generals.
Before the ladies had risen, Gen. Howe proposed the
toast:
"The king !"
All stood, and a lady, the fair Tory, Mistress Tracy,
raised her glass and added, in that musical voice which
had caused so many gallants to lose their 4eads:
"God bless him !"
The toast was duly honored and the signal given
for the ladies to retire, when Mistress Tracy again
spoke:
"Ladies, we are to be banished from the distinguished presence of these noble gentlemen, but I am
sure we shall be allowed to stay while we drink the
health of Gen. Howe."
The toast was honored and cheers given for the
noble entertainer, and then for the lady who had proposed the sentiment.
J.

The ladies retired and Howe bade all present fill

their glass~s, an invitation which was quickly a,ccepted

In the Province House.
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and, in truth, it may be stated, that some drank the
contents of the glass so quickly that it had to be filled
again in order to show some pretense of having wine
to drink.
Brilliantly attired waiters moved about the room as
silently as mutes, and refilled the glasses as fast as
they were emptied.
All winter long the city had been beseiged by Washington, and Howe had settled down very comfortably
at the Province House, feeling sure that he would not
be disturbed, hence many banquets were given •and
merriment of all kinds indulged in, even dramatic entertainments were given in Faneuil Hall.
"Gentlemen," said Howe, "the end is near.

The

king has answered these rebels, and now they will have
no excuse for opposition."
"And the answer-have you seen it?" asked Burgoyne.
"Ay ! truly; and a right royal one it is, too.

He

tells them that he knows no such body as a Continental
Congress, and that he would refuse to have any dealings with any confederation of the colonies."

In the Province House.
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"Bravo!"
"Bravissimo !"
"I say, hurrah for King George!" adde'cl Burgoyne.
"Gentlemen, when it is your good pleasure I will
proceed," Gen. Howe said, with dignity.
"Pardon, general, your health."
The glasses were filled again and every man at the
festive board drank a bumper to the health of their
host.
"As I was saying," continued Howe, as though there
had been no interruption, "the ·king--"
"God bless him !"
"The king has sent to the rebellious colonists a fit
answer.

The army must be disbanded and the col-

onies must submit without conditions."
"Bravo!"
"Long live the king!"
"That ends it.

When do you think that fellow

Washington will surrender?"
"But the king, with that graciousness for which he
is famous, tells the colonies that he will deal with

10
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each colony separately, and redress any grievance he
finds existing."
"Bravo! bravo!"
"Yon are like a poll parrot, Manvers, you can say
nothing but 'bravo!' as though everything was summed
up in that one word."
"So it is, Burgoyne. You drink a bumper of good
wine and are ready to cry 'bravo,' for that expresses
all your feelings. You see a beautiful woman and you
hear her utter the sweetest sentiments and again you
cry, 'bravo.' "
"You are a fool, Manvers; I believe you are drunk!"
"Drunk, am I? On your life, I am no more drunk
than you are. You dare not repeat that !"
"I will not repeat that I think you are drunk, I will
say that I know you are,'' cried Burgoyne.
Manvers instantly rose to his feet and drew his
sword.
"Gentlemen ! gentlemen ! do not forget that you wear
his majesty's uniform, and are not tavern brawlers.''
"He said I was drunk-I will show him--"
Col. Manvers tried to go round the table to where

In the Province House.
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Burgoyne was sitting, but he fell and had not the
power to rise.
"Leave him alone,'' said H<:1we, quietly; "he will
sleep off his feelings, and we shall be saved an exhibition of anger. Burgoyne, why do you tantalize him
so much?"
"I have my reasons, general."
"Say rather your reason, for, if I must spealc, I
should say that the reason wears petticoats-"
"Ha ! ha I ha ! that is one on you, Burgoyne."
"Name ! name !"
"Gentlemen, I implore you, remember that no officer would bring a lady's name into an after-dinner
discussion."
Gen. Burgoyne was excited with the wine he had
drank, and he was as ready to quarrel as Manvers
had been.

He looked at his host for a moment as

though he would like to ask permission to demand an
apology and then, suddenly, and without any apparent
rea'son, he cried out:
"Let anyone mention a lady's name in connection
with mine, and my sword shall demand an apology."
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"Gentlemen !"
"Bra-vo !" came from under the table.
"Who cares for you and your sword. I tell you that
Manvers has dared to smile on the same lady and she
has smiled on him--"
"Name! name!"
It looked as though the party would break up in a
fight, but Gen. Howe whispered to one of the gayly
clad waiters, and in a few moments the sound of singing was heard in the adjoining room, and Howe rose
to his feet and in a voice of command, said:

"We are neglecting the ladies; let us join them."
Manvers tried to struggle to his feet, but he failed,
and, rolling over, fell asleep. The others walked, some
staggered, into the salon, where Mistress Tracy was
seated at the harpsichord, playing an accompaniment
to the singing of fair Mistress Robi.nson.
Burgoyne crossed to the harpsichord, his face flushed
with the wine he had taken, and leaning over her whispered something in her ear.

She rose suddenly and

gave him such a slap on the cheek that not only made
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it redder, but attracted the attention of everyone in
the room.

"Served you right, Burgoyne I What did you say
to her?"
Gen. Howe had drawn Mistress Tracy to a settee

and seated himself beside her.
"Take no notice of Burgoyne," he said, in a low
tone ; "he has drank a little more than usual."
"That is no excuse."
"Perhaps not; but, my dear madam, add to that fact
the other fact of the intoxication of your beauty, and
then you can understand that many a better man than
Burgoyne might forget himself."
"You are like the rest, you flatter ; and think that
a woman should be as easily won as any pet animal
on whom you like to devote your caresses."
"Madam, you are so beautiful, so transcendantly superior to so many of your sex that a blunt soldier,
accustomed to the camp and the barracks, must feel
intoxicated when you smile on him."
Howe was perfectly sober, and his words seemed to
be so genuine that Mistress Tracy not only forgave

In the Province House.
Burgoyne but actually sang for him his favorite ballad,
and at its conclusion allowed him to kiss her hand.
In a corner, far removed from the others, sat a
young damsel as lovely as anything that ever appeared
in human form.

Her face was a study.

Those who

watched her closely could see that the whole affair was
disgusting to her, and that she had no pleasure in
the gallantries of the gentlemen or the frivolities of
the women present.
Gen. Howe crossed and seated himself by her side.
He did not attempt to play the gallant with her, but
spoke seriously.
"You do not approve of what you have seen?" he
said, inquiringly.
"How can I ? What pleasure can anyone find in
wine or frivolity when lives are in danger?"
"In danger?"
"Yes; who can tell at what moment Gen. Washington will strike a blow at the city?"
"My dear, do not alarm yourself; the rebel will be
glad enough to surrender before many hours have
passed."

In the Province House.
"Without a fight?"
"A fight? Why, my dear young lady, he is too fond
of his life to risk a fight.

We are impregnable here,

and it would be like murder for him to attempt to
force an entrance · into the city."
"You think that the colonists will lay down their
arms?"
"Of course they will. · What else could they do?"
"Fight ! If I were a man I would fight until every
drop of my blood was spilled on the ground, rather
than accept the insults of our king."

"It is a good thing you are not a man, or I should
be compelled to order you under arrest."
"Why don't you?"
"You are a lady, a dear young girl, and are privileged to say what no man dare."
"I wish I could say to everyone of my countrymen
what I say to you."
"I did not think. you were such a rebel."
"I am an American.

I have heard how my people

have been treated, and I am sure that it would be better to die fighting than to surrender every liberty."
I
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"Hush! your uncle may hear you."
"And if he d.id ?"
"He is loyal to the king."
"Alas! yes; but he has not thought much about it as
I have done."

.,

"Have you tried to convert him ?"

"I would convert, as you call it, everyone who loved
liberty had I the power."

"I am afraid you are a genuine Joan d' Arc."
"And if I were I suppose you would order me to
be burned at the stake as the English did poor, saintly
Joan."
"No! no! believe me; but, really, if I did not think
you were jesting I should have to take serious notice
of--"
"A poor young girl whose head is turned, as you
would say."
"I have so much honest respect for your uncle that
I shall forget all you have said; but I caution you
that others might not do so, and you might be caused
considerable sorrow. Take care to whom you speak."
Burgoyne looked across at the couple, and in a low,
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voice asked Mistress Tracy the name of the fair young
girl to whom Howe was talking.
"Know you not? Why she is a regular firebrand. I
really, believe she would like to go outside and join
the forces of the rebels."
"Is she in sympathy with them?"
"Indeed, she is ; but her uncle is just as strong the
other way."
"What is his name?"
"Robert Beverly."
"And hers?"
"Priscilla Beverley, an heiress in her own right; but
a regular rebel."
"I should think her uncle could tame her."
"He might; but he is her guardian, and as such
handles much of her money, and he is afraid to cross
her too much."
"I see. Um I I must get an introduction."

CHAPTER II.
A

FAIR

REBEL.

John Burgoyne, son of Lord Bingley, had a very
high opinion of himself, perhaps perfectly justifiable,
for he had not only had a distinguished career in the
army, but he had proved his ability as an author as
well.
When, a month before our story opens, he had
reached Boston to aid the British against the colonials,
he appeared as though he imagined the whole of the
British cause rested upon himself.
Like Gen. Howe and the other British officers, he
entertained a certain amount of contempt for the
broomstick brigade, as the Colonial army was called,
and he thought the subjugation of the Americans only
a matter of patience and firmness.
Howe thought much of him, and his happy manner,
his good comradeship and his excellent education made
him a popular favorite with most of his brother officers.

1 ~
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He was a lady's man, and felt more at home with
the fair sex than with ordinary male civilians ; in
fact, it was said that he ought always to be with the
ladies or the soldiers, for then he was in his element.
Having introduced Gen. Burgoyne it is as well to
cross the large parlor and become acquainted with
Priscilla Beverley.
Priscilla was the daughter of Robert Beverley's
eldest brother, who, in dying, not only left a rich legacy
to his daughter and only child, but also a handsome inheritance to his Tory brother, Robert.
Alden Beverley had been in sympathy with the
cause ·of the colonists, and had he lived would most
likely have been one of the leaders of the independence movement. He disliked Robert's Toryism, but
never for a moment doubted his honor, and he had no
hesitation in leaving his motherless daughter in his
guardianship.
Priscilla had inherited her father's political views,
and she had been a close companion of Mistress
Theresa Fowler up to the time when that young lady

~o
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had to leave Boston and take refuge with the Billingtons.
"Mistress Beverley, I am honored by being introduced to you," Burgoyne said, as he bowed very low.
"Say, rather, that the provincial maiden is honored
by being noticed by one so distinguished," Priscilla returned.
The English general seated himself by her side and
began fo talk about all those little nothings so dear to
the ordinary female; but he soon saw that his companion had no interest in what he was saying.
"Do you know, I have heard that you are quite a
little rebel?" he said, after several ineffectual attempts
to draw her into conversation.
"Indeed !"
"Yes ; but, of course, I know that it is a libel."
"What is ?"
"Why, that you are in sympathy with those miserable people who are in arms against their king."
"Really, general, I fail to understand to whom you
refer."

A Fair Rebel.
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"My dear Mistress Beverley, I mean that man Washington, and--"
"Gen. Washington is one of the noblest men on
earth to-day."
"If so, he is very misguided."

"I do not think so.

He is an American, you are

English. Suppose that our Continental Congress was
to make certain laws and send an army over to London to compel you to obey them, would you not fight
against those soldiers?"
"Why, certainly."
"Then why should not Americans demand the right
to govern themselves, and why should they be rebels
when they are only fighting against foreigners who
want to force unjust laws upon them?"
"A truce to such talk, my dear lady. Leave all such
matters to the sterner sex and let not those oretty lips
utter such treason."
"I do not call it treason."
"I will not discuss these questions with you ; allow
me rather to tnrn to lighter subjects.
that we are going to rehearse a play?"

Do you know

A Fair Rebel.
"A play?''
"Yes ; a real play, and all the parts are to be tak.en
by the officers and their lady friends."
"How nice !"

"I knew you would think so ; and I do wish that I
might ask you to take part."
"Oh, I couldn't act!

I should spoil it all; besides,

I-I--"
"What were you about to say?
thought your face turned pale.

Pardon me, but I

I trust no sudden in~

disposition hath seized upon you?"
"No, no; I only thought that--"
"Again you hesitate."
"I do not see why I should hesitate. I was going to
suggest that instead of play acting more serious work
would shortly engage your attention."
"More serious work?"
''Yes ; you do not think it like! y that Gen. Washington will remain outside Boston much longer?"
"My dear lady, he has no more chance of entering
the town, except as a prisoner, than I have of flying
over the Common."

A Fair Rebel.
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"I think you are wrong."
"I do not know why I should speak so openly to
you, but you are different to other young maidens, so
I will hazard the guess that Washington has no intention of trying to enter the town."
''What makes you think that?"
"His inactivity for one thing; but let me speal< of
your uncle. I am sure that he must differ with you."
"We do not agree on anything."
"Is it so bad as that?"
"Yes ; and when he fails to convince me he calls in
Mistress Tracy, the dearest, kindest, but most misguided friend I have, and she--"
"Succeeds?"
"Not a bit of it. She wants me to drink the health
of the king at every opportunity, no matter whether

it is in water or tea or wine, and so I retaliate by saying, 'my king, George Washington,' and you should
see her face. It gets so red that I ~am afraid, and then
she just boils over with fury, and I fan her, bathe her
face in cold water, and kiss her until she calls me a

A Fair Rebel.
wicked rebel, and then she kisses me and we are good
friends again."
"You are Mistress Tracy's guest, if I am not misinformed?"
''It is so."
"Then I shall see you, for Mistress Tracy is going
to take part in my play."
"Indeed?"
"Yes."
"What play is it?"
"I wrote it."
"You?"
"Yes, indeed I did ; is there anything wonderful in
that?"
"No, no; but I never knew a real author before, except Master Adams and Master Revere ; but I never
spoke to either of them."
"Then I am honored, and, believe me, I shall have
the greatest pleasure in my life in reading my play
before you."
"That would be so tiresome for you."
"There you are wrong, for I have to read it any-

A Fair Rebel.
way, and if you will deign to listen I shall be happily

repaid."
"You do not think play acting wicked?"
"Wicked? No; it is the very opposite. I often think
that if we played more, that is, acted more, we should
have less time for mischief.

But may I ask a great

boon?"
"What can I do to please so dis(nguished a man?"
"If you will honor my poor endeavors by promising

to play a part in the play, I should feel that I was
rewarded beyond my deserts.

Mistress Tracy; will

you not indorse my prayer?"
Mistress Tracy had walked across the room and
stood at Burgoyne's side as he spoke.
"Gen. Burgoyne surely does not need an indorser
for any petition he presents, at least in the Province
House."
"I have been asking Mistress Beverley to enact a
part in my play--"
"And what says she?"
"I could not do it, my dear Mistress Tracy," answered Priscilla for herself.

A Fair Rebel.
"I am sure you would succeed better than anyone
else."
"But my heart is not in it. Oh, how can we be happy
when our countrymen are at war, and how could I be
merry when the very persons who play the parts may;
be called upon to kill my own friends."
"You are too serious.

General1 she is really a rebel

at heart."

"We must cure that, though. Believe me, I think
that any cause must be blest that has so beautiful and
earnest an adherent as Mistress Priscilla." Burgoyne
was touched on the shoulder by an officer. " Pardon
me, ladies, a moment,'' then turning to the officer, he
said, "What is it?"
"Gen. Howe desires to speak to you at once."

A command from the governor and commander of
the forces could not be slighted, and Burgoyne made
his bow to the ladies and excused himself.
"Burgoyne, I have just heard that the rebels are going to make an attack to-night, or at daybreak."
"Well?"

A Fair Rebel.
"The attack must be repelled.

I leave you to find

the way. You will be in command."
"From whom did you get the information?"
"Frank Lowry."
"Can you rely on him?"
"I would trust him Lefore anyone else."
"I wouldn't."
"You do not like him ; but, for the life of me, I
cannot see why."
"I do not think he is honest."
"By George ! I tell you, there is not a more honest
Tory in the whole colony than that same boy."
"I trust you are right. What men am I to take?".
"Any you please; I leave it entirely with you."
"If I had my way I would not wait for the attack,

but would sally out and meet the rebels and-crush

them."
"Do so; only do not leave the town unprotected."
"Ha ! ha! ha!

I cannot help laughing.

You seem

to think this fellow, Washington, is dangerous.

He

is a country surveyor, I am told."
"And a skilled soldier.

He fought with Braddock,

A Fair Rebel.
and whatever honor there was in that campaign belongs to him.

I tell you, Burgoyne, that if he were

loyal to England he would be made a general and,
most likely, be knighted as well."
"But if he is a soldier, those he has with him are
not."
"The rank and file, no ; but he has men like Putnam
and .Prescott-men who are scarred veterans; and they
are formidable."
"But you do not imagine that--"
"They can triumph?

No, of course, they ,have no

chance; but they may give us a little trouble.':
"You overrate the ability of the rebels.

If I can

meet them I will teach them such a lesson that half of
those who are left alive will crawl on their knees to
crave amnesty."
"Good ! Make that promise good, and you will be
made a peer.':
"We shall see.

Good-n ight, general.

we meet I shall have a tale to tell."

When next

CHAPTER III.
FRANK

LOWRY.

Frank Lowry was as bright a youth as ever wore
shoe leather. He was a mystery to many, and a disappointment to his friends. All his people were either
neutral or else adherents of the colonial cause, while he
appeared to be just as active in the interest of the
English, and had become a trusted ally of Gen. Howe.
Robert Beverley had introduced him to the governor, and had hinted that in the future Priscilla Beverley might smile approvingly on young Lowry. That
was proof that the boy was loyal to the English, at
least, everyone thought so.
It may be that Priscilla was in love, and therefore
blind, or there was a possibility that she liked Lowry
because of certain sentiments he had uttered to her privately, which were at variance with those held by him
in public.
Frank Lowry had been closeted with Gen. Howe for
nearly an hour before Burgoyne had received his com-

Frank Lowry.
mand from the governor, and he had convinced his
hearer that Washington was going to make a strong
attack on Boston.
Released from his attendance on the governor, he
found himself, as though by accident, at the side of
Priscilla.
"What news do you bring, Frank?'' she asked, in a
low voice.
"What news have you?" he asked, instead of replying.
"Alas! I have none.

I cannot get them to speak

before me."
"There will be great doings before this time tomorrow."
"Really?"
"Yes ; do not look so serious, or we may be suspected. I have laid a trap for our friends the enemy,
which I hope to see them enter."
"May I know what it is?"
"I would like to tell you ; but I think ignorance will
be the better thing for you.

I want you to get to

know all you can from Mistress Tracy, and-<lon't

JI
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look so surprised-from Gen. Burgoyne as well. If I
mistake not, he would tell you what 1s in his mind--"
"He talks about nothing but play acting."
"What about it?"
"He is going to give a play in Faneuil Hall as soon
as he can get it ready--"
"Capital!"
"And he wants me to play a part--"
"Do so."
"Why?"
"It will help our cause. I must not stay longer with

you, or perhaps we shall be noticed.

I will see you

again before you leave."
Lowry mingled with the guests, and it must be confessed bore himself well, considering that he was only
eighteen years old, and had never been accustomed
to the society that gathered round the aristocratic governor at the Province House.
Kind fate brought him once more to the side of
Priscilla, and together they walked across the room
and to a secluded corner.
"You can hear considerable if you consent to take
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part in the play, and even if it is distasteful, the end
will be a reward, so will you not consent?"

"If it will aid our cause."

"I am sure it will.

I am going now, and I want

you to bid me good speed and good luck."
"I always do that.

Good-night, Frank!"

"Good-night, Priscilla."
An hour later a heavily cloaked figure moved rapidly along the road towards Cambridge.

Often the

pedestrian had to hide in the long grass and brush, and
sometimes a tree branch above the road provided him
with a resting place while the soldiers, who were on
picket, passed along.
It was a long and tedious walk to reach the American lines, a walk fraught with much danger, for had he
been challenged and had failed to give the password
he would have been placed under arrest, and that was
the very last thing he desired.
At last he heard a challenge which did not trouble
him, for he walked boldly up to the soldier who, with
gun across his chest, barred the way.
"Who goes there ?"
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"A friend."
"The word ?"
"Boys of Liberty !"
"Pass, brother, and may your coming be a harbinger of good."
The soldier had no right to say anything, but strict
military discipline was not enforced among those citizen soldiers.

The cloaked figure walked quickly along the Watertown road until he came to a house which stood a little

back from the road amid a lot of tall trees and shrubbery.

This was the late residence of John Vassal, a

noted Tory, but was at the time of which we write,
the headquarters of Gen. Washington.
At the entrance a password was exacted and an entirely different one was given.

That it was the cor-

rect one was evident, for the soldier stood on one side
and bade the traveler enter.
"I must see Gen. Washington at once," he said, in a
tone of command.
"By what right--"
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Taking a ring from his finger he handed it to the
orderly and said :
"Take that to the general, and tell him I wish to see
hi m. "

In a very few minutes the orderly returned and beck-

oned for the owner of the ring to follow.
In a rear room Washington stood ready to receive

him. There were no signs of recognition until the soldier, on motion of the general, withdrew.
"You have news?"
"Are we alone?"
"Absolutely."
The cloak was thrown back, and then Washington
put out bis hand and grasped that of Frank Lowry.
"Lowry, I am pleased to see yoa.

Why have you

chosen night for a visit?''
"I took part in an entertainment at the Province
House, so could not get here earlier.

I feared that you

might not like to be roused from sleep."
"You see I have not retired."
"It is midnight."
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"Midnight or noon makes but little difference to me;
I feel heavy at heart."
"You do not lose hope?"
"No; but I am constantly urged to press the enemy,
and I fear such a step."
"Why?"
"Insufficiency of supplies and lack of P.reparation.
Congress does not realize the situation."
"I have dared to act, and I want you to seize the
opportunity."
"You did not succeed ?"
"Better than I ever thought of."
"I am all impatience. Tell me what has been done?
Can it be possible that Howe has been induced to act?"
For nearly an hour the two representatives of the
Colonial cause conversed in whispers.
Washington, tall, stately, magnificent; Frank Lowry,

a boy, full of enthusiasm and patriotic fervor, met as
equals. Washington trusted the boy, and the boy almost worshiped the general.
"If the plan does not miscarry a glorious work will

Frank Lowry.
be accomplished ere the night shadows fall on the
morrow," said Washington.
"All depends on our men."
"We can rely on them."
"I wish I could be with you; but I dare not be seen.
I must report in Boston early in the morning,, or I
may be suspected."
"I fear that danger may fall upon you."
"I will be careful. But if I fall, what is one life to
the triumph of a glorious cause?"
"My boy, have you thought of the consequence of
being captured?"
Lowry put his hand significantly to his throat and
made a motion of a rope tightening round it.
"I would rather die on the battlefield, but anywhere
is good enough to die in a great cause."
"Heaven preserve you. Always remember that you
can retire whenever you wish.

You have done so

much good work that--"
"When you retire, general, so will I. And I do not
think that will be just yet."
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"Take the ring; it will pass you at all times, and
may save you some discomfort.

Rest here until you

must make your return journey.

I go to make ar-

rangements for the early morn.

Heaven preserve

you.''

CHAPTER IV.
AN

INTERCEPTED

LETTER,

"I am happy to be able to write you once again,
though a few hours ago I never imagined I should
hold pen in my hand again, and as I have no doubt
some correspondent will seize upon the opportunity to
send a garbled account of it, it may be my death, or at
· least of the engagement with the enemy when I was
left on the field and counted among the dead, I hasten
to relieve your anxiety and send you the true account
of what took place."

In these words Lieut. Bingley, a cousin of Gen.
Burgoyne, commenced a letter, addressed to the Hon.
Reginald Bingley, father of the lieutenant.
Young Bingley was an officer in the Forty-seventn
Infantry, and was mentioned in more than one report
for bravery on the field. He had taken part in the battle of Bunker Hill, and had distinguished himself in

that engagement.
"On the twenty-second of February Cousin John
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was in command of three regiments of our men, and
at sunrise my regiment, with the other two, received
orders to march out from Charlestown to meet the
enemy, word having been received that Washington
intended making an attack on our earthworks at
Charlestown with a view of dislodging us.
"Gen. Burgoyne, as you know, is very confident, and
he was so full of enthusiasm that he laughed at those
w}:io had taken part in previous engagements with the
Americans, and declared that all that was needed was
firmness and a bold stand.
"One of the secret service men Gen. Howe places
so much reliance on, brought news that the Americans
intended taking us by surprise, and that would have
been very easy, had we not been warned, for our officers were enjoying themselves at a party given at
the Province House, and the rank and file had become
almost apathetic, for the enemy had shown no signs of
activity for three months.
''We welcomed the order, and never did soldiers
rouse themselves as did our men on that eventful
morning.
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"Our orders were to march as noiselessly as possible in the direction of Cambridge, the headquarters of
the enemy, and take the enemy unawares.

So we

marched without any band, for which I was sorry, for
I have noticed that soldiers can bear fatigue better and
march with greater aplomb when they hear the inspiring music of the fife and drum, and I have seen them
roused to tremendous efforts when a brass band has
played the national airs.
"We had marched some distance when the order to
halt came.

It was thought advisable for us to move

forward more cautiously and in a manner that would
not reveal our full strength.
"My regiment was ordered to the front, and we had
become almost as enthusiastic as Cousin Burgoyne,
who fully believed that we should, on that morning,
break the power of the Americans and their subjugation would then be easy.
"The gallant Forty-seventh marched forward a good
mile in advance of the other regiments before we saw
or heard anything of the enemy, and then we saw as
strange a sight as soldiers ever witnessed.
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"You, my dear father, have often seen a lot of peasants in dear old England gather in the market place ,
and talk treason, and threaten the king and Parliament
with dire vengeance unless certain measures were enacted for their especial benefit.

You have often told

me of the sorry appearance they presented, and how
they were left alone by the authorities because their
bark was worse than their bite could be.

But if you

had seen the· so-called American army marching to
meet the flower of England's army, you would have
laughed. Some wore a kind of uniform, but the majority were dressed in ordinary working clothes, and
the way they marched was too ridiculous for anything.
They were unable to keep step, and though a drum and
fife corps marched with them and played discordant
music, there was no attempt at military order.
"Halt ! The order was given and we stood ready to
receive the enemy.
"It seemed almost like murder to fire upon those

deluded farmers and clerks; but the soldier's duty is
to obey, and so we fired a volley right in the midst of
the American army. That was the signal for the bat-

An Intercepted Letter.
tie tQ open, and we found that those peasants could
fire straight and make every bullet reach its mark.
"So far from being overawed by our smart appearance, the enemy seemed to rather treat us with contempt.
"We fired several volleys before the order came to
charge at the point of the bayonet.
"From that moment an indescribable scene was enacted.

Instead of running away as we expected the

enemy stood their ground and, like a stone wall, received our first charge.
"But then, my dear father, everything changed. Men
fought like tigers.

We, who had laughed at the un-

couth appearance of our foes, realized that man for
man we had met our match.
"I. do not know how it happened, but we found our-

selves slowly retreating, though in good order, and the
enemy in solid ranks following us up closely, ever and
anon firing into our midst and cutting gaps in our
ranks.
"We were being driven back, and had it not been for
Cousin Burgoyne, I really believe we should not have
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stopped until we were behind our own earthworks. He
rode up to us and shouted that we were cowards, and
that he was ashamed of us.

That was enough.

We

turned and faced the enemy, and engaged in another
hand-to-hand struggle.
"I heard that the leader of the Americans was a
man named Putnam, a farmer, though at
soldier of the king.

one time a

He seemed ubiquitous, his tall

figure appeared to be everywhere, and, yet, though
conspicuous, not a bullet aimed at him touched him.
"I was trying to encourage my men when a young
rebel, whose name I have since learned was Benjamin
Pierce, forced his way right up to me and tried to
wrench my sword from my hand. He was strong and
athletic, and a mighty hard tussle we had.

I broke

away from him, and raised my sword to cot him
down, when he deftly got the barrel of his gun between my legs and threw me to the ground. I thought
my last moment had come and fully expected that he
would brain me, as I should have done him had the
positions been reversed, but to my surprise he turned
away and was lost in the seething crowd of fighters.
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"We fought with our guns clubbed, we wrestled as
though on the floor of a gymnasium, though with
deadly intent, and many a soldier used his fists instead
of any other weapon in that strange conflict.
"When the struggle was at its height, Gen. Putnam
gave the order to retreat, and we saw our enemy gradually separate from us and commence a march baclc
towards Cambridge.
"We could not understand such a move, but in a
few moments it was clear enough.
"No sooner had the enemy commenced its retreat
than from both sides of us volley after volley was fired
into our ranks, and then the retreating force turned
and from the front we received a volley as well.
"We had set out to trap the enemy, and had been
trapped ourselves, and in such a manner that we had
only one way open to us, and that was to retreat.
"We could not stand against the overpowering munher of the enemy, and Gen. Burgoyne himself ordered
the retreat.
"The faster we marched the more vigorous seemed
the enemy. It seemed as though the clouds above us
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rained leaden drops, for it did not seem possible that
so -many bullets could be fired by the enemy.
"Col. Granger, of our regiment, got exasperated, and
ordered us to right about face, and then we set out to
chastize the enemy, but we were powerless.

They

bore down upon us like an avalanche, and many a brave
man got his billet in that unlucky quarter of an hour.
"I never saw such fighting.

The Americans bore

charmed lives, for they fought and fought, mowing us
down like grass, and our bullets seemed to pass harmlessly over their heads.
"I raised my sword and called on my company to
charge the left flank of the enemy, when a burning
pain seemed to cut my bead half in two and I fell.
"I heard the order to retreat given again, and one
of my men looked down at me and saw my face covered with blood. 'Poor chap,' I heard him say, 'he has
finished his career. I wish we could take him along.'
Then another answered, that as I was dead it would
answer no good purpose to burden themselves with my
body, and I knew I was to be left on the field. I had
sense enough to lie low on a knoll until I could tie a
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handkerchief round my head to stop the bleeding, but
I had lost so much blood that I was exhausted, and I
suppose fainted, for the next thing I knew was that I.
was being examined by a surgeon, who very tenderly
dressed my wound, but thinking- I was still unconscious, bluntly said it was a waste of time, as I could
not live an hour.
"I heard a voice which seemed familiar say, 'It is a
pity he is not with his friends,' and then there was a
whispered conversation, and presently I heard some
one say to me, 'Can you speak?'

I told them that I

was still able to do so, and I was asked to what -regiment I belonged, and whether I would like to rejoin it
or go to Cambridge as a prisoner of war. I thought I
was dying, and I said that I would rather die just
where I was than be a prisoner when I passed away.
Then I felt a pair of strong arms round me, and I was
lifted up, and carried like a baby for some distance.
When the man got tired he gave me to another, and
I was able to open my eye,. I saw a white flag being
carried a little ahead of us, and I asked where we were
going.

'To Charlestown,' was the reply.

I reminded
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them that I was an English officer, and I could see
that they were Americans, to which they replied that
the Americans did not make war on dying men who
had proved their courage, and that as I had only a
short time to live, Gen. Putnam had ordered me to be
carried back to the British lines under the protection
of a flag of truce.

I asked what about the other

wounded men, and was told that thev had all been car~ed away by their friends, but that I had been left for
'dead.
"I learned that the one who pleaded for me to be
taken back to our lines was the young soldier, Benjamin Pierce, who had once before saved my life when
he had it in his power to take it.
"When I reached our lines I wanted to thank my
preservers, but I was faint and unable to speak. My
wound was dressed again, and it was found that I had
suffered more from a slight concussion of the brain
than from the wound, so in a week of so I was in a
fair way to recovery, and as I learned that no ship had
sailed for home with letters, but that one would leave
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in a day or so, I have written this to set your mind at
rest.
"One thing, dear father, I want to add. and that is,
I wish the king's ministers could see the Americans as
they really are, for then this war would end and England would have no more loyal subjects than those who
are fighting her to-day."
This letter was destined to miss the ship by which
it was intended to go to England. It by some strange
mischance got mixed with some papers which fell into
the hands of a patriot, who copied the letter before
sending it to the Hon. Reginald Bingley.
Gen. Burgoyne felt very depressed when he made
his report to the governor.

He had intended return-

ing a victor, he had to acknowledge himself beaten.
He had sneered at the "surveyor," but now admitted
that the trained soldier was no match for the Virginian
who had shown his superiority.
Intending to trap the Americans, Burgoyne only escaped capture by the merest chance, and knew that he
had been ambuscaded by the enemy.
One thing he was certain of, though Howe would
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not agree with him, there was treachery somewhere,
for Washington had been prepared for tlie move made
by the English.
"I would not trust that Lowry," he said to a brother
officer.
"But Lowry was at the Province House the night before, and I know that he was at his home on South
Street before sunrise, so how could he have communicated with the enemy?"
"I do not know; but he must have done it."
"You are unfair to the boy."
"So you all seem to think ; but I shall watch him."
"Don't make a fool of yourself, Burgoyne.

I tell

you that the boy could never have passed through the
lines, even had he so desired, and he slept at home that
night."
"Then who betrayed us?"
"Seek in your own ranks for the traitor, for I am
sure you cannot find one outside."
'We shall see."

CHAPTER V.
A

DARING

RESOLUTION.

Frank Lowry was almost ubiquitous during the next
few days.

\

He was here, there and everywhere, and

apparently did not know that his every move was
watched by emissaries of Gen. Burgoyne, but Lowry
was a natural scout, seeing without appearing to do
so, and taking mental notes of everything that took
place.
He was a favorite at the Province House, but even
there he knew that he was being watched, and Howe
did not confide in him as openly as he had done previously.
There was one very noticeable thing about Lowry.
He did not seem to have many, if any, friends among
the people who sympathized with the Colonials.
his friends were loyalists and Tories.

All

He was a fre-

quent visitor at Mistress Tracy's, and that lady thought
there was no one in the whole colony to equal the
young patriot.

A Daring Resolution.
At the residence of Mistress Tracy be was able to
hold frequent conversations with, Priscilla Beverley,
and it may be truthfully stated that she knew more of
his doings than anyone else in Boston.
February bad reached its last day, and the weather
was bitterly cold, snow covered the g-round and a bit,

,

ing wind swept over the Common, but late that evening Lowry might have been seen crossing- the Common as unconcerned as if it had been a delig-htful summer night.

Not far behind him two men sauntered

along, watching his every move, and wonderin~ where
he was going or what his business could be that miserable night.
When he reached Mistress Tracy's house he ran up
the steps more quickly than he had moved before. The
door opened and he was admitted. Outside the spies
waited and shivered until the night g-rew quiet and
nearly everyone was in bed, but still Lowrv tarried,
and at midnight the watchers left their posts and returned to report that the suspected one was staying at
the house, for the lights had been extinguished and the
house was quiet.

A Daring Resolution.
When Lowry had reached the house he found Priscilla alone, for Mistress Tracy had gone to spend the
evening with a good Tory friend.
-~

Nothing could have been better for his purpose, and
he was able to unburden himself without having to resort to those little subterfuges which were so often
necessary.
"How is it that there is no rehearsal to-night?" he
asked the fair Priscilla.
"The general thought we ought to have a rest, and
I am glad, for it has made my heart ache to play when
there is so much suffering."
"I understand that, and can sympathize with you;
but your reward will be the greater."
"Do not talk of reward, Frank; I only want to serve
our people, and I am so powerless."
"Not so powerless as you think.

I wonder if--"

The youth paused. An idea had flashed across his
mind, but it was so hazardous that he did not like to
shape it in words.
"What made you hesitate?"
"I-:-I-pardon me, but it is impossible."
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"What is ? Do you want me to unriddle your riddle?"
"You could not do that."
"Then tell me what you had in your mind."
''You will pardon me ?"
"How very mysterious ! One would think you were
hatching some conspiracy."

"I want very badly to reach Gen. Washington, and
I cannot."
"You cannot ?"
"No; I am watched every minute, and the moment

I attempted to leave this town I should be arrested."
"You have some news to impart?"
"Yes."
"And do not know anyone you could send?"
"No."
"If I were only a man."
"If you were a man you would be in the same fix

that I am, you would not be allowed to leave."
"Could I not go as a woman?"
"That was the very idea which I had just now; but
the risk is too great."
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"No risk could be too great if by incurring it I can be
of service."
"May I tell you what I was thinking?"
"I do not give you permission, I command you to tell
me."
"Then, Priscilla, I will obey.

I think you could

reach Gen. Washington, but the humiliation would be
great."
"How? In what way?"
"The only chance you have would be to leave the
town openly, as though going to see your uncle, then
once free from the British lines, you could zig-zag
across and get into the American lines, and the rest
would be easy."
"Fate plays into our hands."
"In what way?"
"A very important letter was left here to-night for
me to forward, by special messenger, to Uncle Beverley. I will be my own messenger."
"But what will Mistress Tracy say?"
"I will have a sudden fit of homesickness ; no, I can
scarcely call it that, but I will profess a desire to see
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uncle, and-leave it to me, and I will manage, never
fear."
"I wish I dare allow you to take the risk."
"I will take it; and if you will not trust me to deliver your message to our leader, I will go to Uncle
Beverley anyhow!'
"I think you are plucky enough to do so, and I will
tell you all."
For an hour Lowry talked in whispers to the girl,
whose face burned with pleasurable excitement as she
listened.

She was quick to grasp every point, and

Frank had no need to repeat a single word.
"It will be glorious!" she exclaimed.
"I think so; and if the general thinks so, too, we
shall hear the bands play not in triumph, but to drown
the mortified cries of defeat."
"When must I start?"
"As early on the morrow as possible."

•

"Hush! I hear Mistress Tracy at the door. Let us
be rehearsing my part."

With the alertness of an accomplished actress Pris-
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cilia was walking the floor, repeating the lines and enacting the part she was to play at Faneuil Hall in a few
days, while Lowry held the book of the play in his
hand and occasionally prompted her.
"No, no; you are too defiant there. The part calls
for submission not-- Ah! Mistress Tracy, I have
taken your place and become prompter and instructor
of our fair young actress."
"You could not be better occupied, my dear sir, and
I am glad Priscilla has shown a little more interest in
the play."
"I am all excitement now that the time grows so
near," said Priscilla, at the same time giving a meaning glance at Lowry.
Frank rose to leave, but Mistress Tracy had so much

to tell of the doings of the military set with which she
had spent the evening that it was very late before he
could again attempt to leave.

Then the lady begged

him to stay the night, for the snow was falling very
fast, and traveling was extremely difficult. Lowry ac-
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cepted the invitation, and was secretly delighted, for
Mistress Tracy had a character for loyalty ~o the English cause which shielded her friends from much suspicion.
"I told Maj. Cameron," said the lady, "that I was
sending a letter to your uncle in the morning, and he
begged me to burden my man with another, which
he wrote and delivered to me--before I left."
"Please, may I be the messenger?" Priscilla asked,
innoc~ntly.
"You?"
"Yes, dear Mistress Tracy ; I am longing for a tallc
with Uncle Beverley, and--"
"But the play?"
"I shall be back in time for the next rehearsal ; now
do not say that you are opposed to it."
"My dear Priscilla, you are not under my orders,

,

you can do as you please ; but the traveling will be
bad, and--"
"Israel can go with me; he can ride back as soon
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as I reach uncle's present abiding place, if you need
,,
hi m.
"You cannot leave the town without a permit."
"I had forgotten that; but I have one upstairs. It
was given me by Gen. Howe himself, when I told

him that I would like at sometime to go and see uncle."
"Well, my child, if you are bent upon it, I suppose
you must go," then turning to Lowry, she added:
"You see, young sir, what a woman is. Never try to
thwart her, for I can assure you that when a woman
makes up her mind to do a thing she'll do it, even if
the whole world opposes."
''What a dreadful thing to say. I am sure I am not
so obstinate as that," Priscilla said, with a pout.
"You belong to my sex, my dear, and I judge you
by myself. If you really intend doing- such a foolish
thing, you ought to go to bed and rise earlv in the
morning, for no one can tell what an hour may bring
forth."
The suggestion was a good one, and in a very short
time all had retired, Mistress Tracy to recall all the
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conquests she had made during the evening, Priscilla
to think over the hazardous trip she was to make, and
Lowry to fret and fume because he was powerless to
do the work hir.ir.Plf. , Lut he prayed, with all the fervor
of a Puritan, for the success 0f Priscilla's mission.

CHAPTER VI.
THE BOATMAN

PROVES

A

FRIEND.

Early on the next morning Priscilla, accompanied by
the serving man, Israel, left the house in Mistress
Tracy's carriage and drove to the lower part of the
town. Here she left the carriage and walked through
several crooked and far from savory streets to the
water's edge.
When she reached the wharf she looked round for
the boatman, who knew her well, but for some minutes
she failed to find him. Israel was afraid to leave her
side, for he imagined that everyone wanted to arrest
him on some pretext or another, and that his only
safety was in keeping close to the young maiden.
"I fear me that you have wandered in the wrong
direction," said a boatman, who was notoriously addicted to interfering in other people's business.
"I was looking for Josiah. Have you seen him?"
Instead of answering the man put his hand to his
mouth and shouted:
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"Joe! Jo-si-ah !"
From under some tarpaulins a figure crawled and
gazed confusedly around, until his sleepy eyes fell on
the face of the maiden, then he pulled his forelock and
wiped his mouth with his sleeve, as though he could
not address her until his mouth was free from tobacco
juice.
"Mistress Beverley, the Lord love ye! what .brings ·
ye to the water this nasty morning?"
"I want you to pull me a cross to Dorchester. I am
going to my uncle's house."
"The Lord love ye, ma'am, but your U~cle Beverley
would be as hard to find as a needle in a haystack,
though, to be sure, there k:'ant many haystacks for
even _a needle to hide in these days."
"I did not ask you to find my uncle, I said I was
going to his house."
"I hate to refuse ye, ma'am, for Lord love ye! I've
known ye since ye were so high, and a sweet child
you allus was."
As he spoke he put out his hand about two feet from

6~

The Boatman Proves a Friend.

the ground, intimating that he had known Priscilla
sl'nce she was a tiny babe.
"You do not say you refuse to row me across,
Josiah?"
"You see, ma'am, it's agin' orders."
"What is?"
"To take anyone out of the town."
"Do you allow anyone to come in?"
"That's kind of different. I cannot take you across
the bay."
"Israel ! Israel ! where are you ?"
"Here, missie, I've been here all the time."
"Jump into that boat and unloosen the oars.

You

shall pull me across."
"I'm blamed if he shall. The boat's mine."
"I'll tell you what you can do, Josiah ; you can go to
the nearest officer and tell him to came here."
"Now ye are joking, ma'am.

The officer would

say that I was ri'ght."
"You will either row me across or else I shall appeal
to the officer ; one will pass along here in a few minutes,
I'm sure."
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"It may be that the lady has a permit," suggested
the first boatman.
"I have a permit signed by the commander and governor ; but you needn't take any notice of that, Josiah."
"Why didn't you tell me so afore?"
"You never asked me, Josiah.''
"Does the permit say two?"
Priscilla was getting impatient and rather inclined to
be cross, so she turned suddenly and seized Josiah by
the shoulders and shook him vigorously.
"You mean-spirited little rat!" she cried ; "you are
not a man, for if you were you would be ready to
serve a lady."
"Jo-si-ah, you've caught a Tartar!"
Josiah did not notice the remark, but very meekly
stepped into the boat and unloosened the oars, then he
held out his hand to assist Priscilla into the boat, but
Israel, frightened at being left alone on the wharf, took
hold of the hand and jumped, but not into the boat,
for Josiah twisted his arm and jerked the serving man
into the water.
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a

Friend.

"When ye've sense enough to know your place you
can crawl into the boat."
"Save me, or I'll drown !" cried the man.
"Rats don't drown!

The water is cold enough to

give you some spunk!"

By this time Priscilla was in the boat, and then she
insisted that Israel should be drawn in qlso.

When

she heard his teeth chattering she felt sorry for him
and threw a tarpaulin over him as he sank in the bottom of the boat.
"I guess the rebels will have a hot time soon," Josiah
remarked.
"A hot time?"
"Yes. See yonder ship? She carries some big guns,
and can send a shell right into Cambridge, so they
say."
"Yes?"
"That is true ; and the rebels will get it hot when
the governor gets ready."
"I wish we had peace."
"There'll be no peace until-- "
"When?"
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"I said-but, there, I'm only a boatman, and know
nought about it."
"But you wish that the rebels, as you call them,
were in the town, don't you?"
"My lady, I'm only a boatman. When the soldiers
came they stopped me running my boat, even the fish
are frightened out of the Charles and-- Oh! lor' I
what was that?"
The sudden exclamation was caused by the firing
of a shell from the war vessel already pointed out by
Josiah. The shell fell in the water not a hundred yards
away from the boat. It was evident that the gunners
were trying their guns to see how far they would carry.
"You had better pull quicker or we shall get hit!"
Priscilla said, very earnestly.
"It's that kind of thing that kills the fish," the man
said, with a sigh.
"And that kind of thing will kill us if you are not
sharper."
"How are you going to reach your uncle's when you
land?"
''Walk it."
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"It is five mile~."
"As far as that ?"
"Yes; and the rebels are prowling around.

It isn't

safe.''
"I have Israel to protect me," Priscilla said, with a
pleasant laugh.
Not another word was ·spoken, and the boat skimmed
through the water until it grazed on the bottom.
"I'll go with you, ma'am," Josiah volunteered;
"Israel is no kind of protection."
"I couldn't think of taking you away from your
boat."
"Master Beverley 'u'd never forgive me if anything
happened to you, and as I was a-saying that rat"pointing to Israel-"is no kind of protection."
"Do you call me a r-r-rat ?" exclaimed the halfdrowned, half-frozen man.
"Guess I oughtn't, the rats mightn't like it."
"I say-I say-I ain't no rat; I'm a free-free-man, though I'm a serving man, so I am."
Israel had stood up when he asserted his dignity, and
had evidently forgotten that he was in a boat, for he
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overbalanced and fell again into the water, much to !he
amusement of the boatman.
"Rats like water."
Israel caught hold of the side of the boat and tried
to crawl in, but he was in danger of pulling the boat
over, and that would have given Priscilla a cold and
unwelcome bath.

Josiah saw the danger and struck

the man's hands with his oar, causing him to fall back
into the water again.
I

Josiah sprang to land and lifted Priscilla out as
though she had been a small child.
"Get into the boat and keep warm until I come
back," he shouted to Israel, who was clutching the
boat again with his ice-cold hands.
"We've got to leave him," said Josiah; then looking
back at the man who had crawled into the boat, he
said: "There's a flask of rum under the seat, get it,
and it will keep out the cold."
Josiah walked on a little in advance of Priscilla
until the water was so far behind that it was out of
sight, then he stopped.
"If we walk, we may get caught by the rebels; if
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we ride, we may get shot by one side or the other.
What shall we do?"
"I see no chance of riding."
"I know where we could get a horse."
"But one horse would be no good."
"I can ride, ma'am, and you could ride behind me.
Lor' ! many a time did your mother ride behind me
afore you were born, Lord love ye !"
"I am cold, Josiah, and I think we shall be warmer
if we walk, don't you?"
"It's so far."
"I don't mind the distance, and I know a short cut.
You know the way through Breed's wood?"
"They say the rebels are prowling around there."
"We are a match for any rebels we may find, I
feel--"
"Halt! Move a peg, an' I'll blow your brains out!"
The speaker, a soldier, stood right in front of Josiah,
gun in hand.

He was a bit confused when Priscilla

looked at him and asked how long it was since English
soldiers spoke like that before ladies.
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"Duty, mistress, duty. I've orders not to allow anyone to pass without a permit."
"Will that satisfy you ?" Priscilla asked, as she
handed her permit to the man for his inspection.

"I

did not know the English lines extended so far."
The man saw that the permit was genuine and
handed it back, but not until he had obtained Priscilla's
promise that she would not report him for using strong
language.
"Are there many soldiers around here ?" she asked,
quietly.
"No, ma'am; the rebels could crush us any time if
they had spunk."
"And then?"
"Why, the town would have to look after itself. But
I mustn't talk, I'm a soldier."
Priscilla and her escort walked on, glad to be free
from the presence of the soldier, who looked as though
he was capable of any crime in the calendar.
"I don't know how your uncle can allow you to
travel about like this," Josiah suggested.

70

The Boatman Proves a Friend.

"I can take care of myself, if only we don't fall into
the hands of the rebels."
"If we did we should both be strung up."

"Do you think so ?"
"Sure of it; sure as eggs are eggs."

CHAPTER VII.
TAKEN

CAPTIVE

Priscilla did not answer the man, for she had a motive in wishing him to think that they would be badly
treated if they fell into the hands of the Americans.
She had been posted on the lines occupied by both
sides, and it was her policy to lead Josiah right into the
American lines without him being cognizant of her
intention.
"Save me I I'll never, no, never, do it again!" Josiah
cried.
"What is the matter?" she asked, nervously.
"Don't you see a rebel?"
"No! Where?"
"Right behind that tree.

He is pointing his gun at

me."
"Don't be silly, Josiah; the rebels don't slink behind
trees. They leave that for the English."
"But I saw his gun, and-please forgive me, I am
not a fighter."

Taken Captive.
The man had dropped on his knees before the astonished girl, but he had turned his back on her, and
looked towards the tree, which was certainly big
enough to hide more than one man.
Priscilla pushed Josiah aside, and he rolled over in
the snow, and continued his appeals for mercy.

The

girl, braver than her supposed protector, walked boldly
to the tree and then her merry laugh rang out. It was
a treat to hear it, so joyous it appeared to be.
"Come here, Josiah," she cried, laughing as she
spoke.
The "lord of creation" crawled nervously forward,
afraid to rise to his feet, until he reached Priscilla,
when she pointed out the obj ect of his alarm, which,
instead of being a rebel, was a good, honest cow, which
had sought the warmth of the shade of the tree, and
was really sheltering from the wind.
"See your rebel?" she asked, and again laughed
heartily.
"But, ma'am, I'm sure there was a gun; I saw it."
Both were standing now quite close to the cow, who
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at that moment switched her tail round and struck the
man on the face.
"The rebel has struck you with its gun," the girl
exclaimed, and she laughed so merrily and heartily that
she had to lean against the tree to save her from falling with the excitement.
Josiah was but half convinced, but as no rebel appeared, he had no excuse for lagging behind, and he
walked along with the girl, though every moment he
expected to hear the crack of a gun and feel a bullet
piercing his flesh.
"Is not that Cambridge?" she asked, as she pointed
out some houses in the distance.
"It looks like it, and if it is, we have lost our way."

"I hope not. Come, let us walk faster."
"Not that way, ma'am; we shall be caught."
As though heeding his caution, she turned to the
left and walked quickly, never stopping until she was
brought to a sudden stand by a man who carried a
gun and wore a military cap, but the rest of his dress
was that usually worn by a farmer .
The man called to some one, and presently two more
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appeared, each carrying muskets, but having no pretense of uniform.
Every part of Josiah's body trembled with fear as
he found this unexpected stop put to their journey.
He saw that escape was impossible, and once again he
fell on his knees, while Priscilla stood calm and collected, though she did manage to whisper to her frightened protector :
"We have men to deal with now, not cows !"
One of the armed men stepped forward and, saluting, said:
"Pardon me, lady, but I must ask you some questions, which I hope you can answer satisfactorily."
"I have nothing to conceal, and shall be pleased to
answer anything in reason."
"Save me! I am Boston born, and would not injure
a fly!" whined Josiah, much to the girl's disgust.
"Speak when you are spoken to, my man, or I shall
find means to make you."
"Don't ! please don't hurt me ! and I will do what you
like, Master Rebel !"
"Keep that reptile quiet, or perhaps you had better
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gag him," ordered the man, who was evidently in
command.
"I'm not a reptile, I'm a ferryman, and I have often
rowed some of your officers across the bay."
"Keep quiet; a reptile you must be, or you would
stand erect like a man."
Turning to Priscilla, he asked :
"What is your name?"
"Excuse me, sir, I do not think that has anything

to do with you."
"Then will you explain why you are here?"
"We lost our way, good rebel, we--" Josiah
looked up and saw a musket raised above his head, as
though it was to be used as a club, and he did not
finish his sentence.
"If you will take me to one of your officers, I will

be pleased to explain everything," answered Priscilla.
"But, my duty is to question you. I need not tell a
lady of your breeding that we are at war and spies are
numerous--"
"On both sides?"
"I admit it ; but--"

Taken Captive.
"I have already told you that when I am taken before your captain, or any officer, I will answer all questions openly and freely."

"I am sure you are American, and I would hope in
sympathy with us--"
"Are you an American?"

"I was born at Braintree, so ought to be an American."
"Then, sir, I would remind you that no American
ever could be rude to a lady, and I shall think you are
not a true American unless you do as I ask."
"War seems to destroy our natural chivalry," the
man said, as though in apology; "and I am very loath
to deny you anything ; but, my orders were to prevent
anyone passing unless they had a right to go within
the lines."
"Do your duty, sir; but you have men here whom
you can send, and if I may not go within the lines an
officer can come to me."
"I am afraid I am failing in my duty, but I will trust
you.

I will send one of these men with you to the
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nearest general officer, and you will be perfectly safe
with him."
"I never yet have failed to trust an American, and
it will be a bad day for the country when any girl
loses her confidence in men of her own race, and men
forget thei1 duty to women."
"As for you," turning to Josiah, the soldier said,
"you can stay here, not that I want your company,
but--"
"Let me go with the lady, or I shall die of fright."
"You poor, miserable creature I what are you anyway? Surely you are not a man."
"Let him go with me," pleaded Priscilla; "he is
harmless."
"Harmless enough, I warrant; but-well, you can
go."
Whether by accident or design, was not known, but
the soldier let his musket drop to the ground, and its
butt landed on Josiah's poor corn-coverecl foot, making
him howl with pain. In moving the musket and apologizin g, the soldier gave the ferryman a push and down
went Josiah like a log. He was helped to his feet by
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one of the soldiers, and then the march began. A soldier going in front, then Priscilla, followed by Josiah,
and the rear being covered by another patriot.
When they had gone a few yards away from the
picket line the soldier in the rear caught Josiah by the
collar and twirled him round :
"Better be on the safe side; what have you got about
you?"
"Nothing, I swear."
"Any arms?"

"No, no; I have a few shillings, and those you can
have--"
"Tush ! tush! man, what do you take me for? I am
not a robber, like some of the ,king's me~, but a patriotic soldier.

I am a Boy of .Liberty."

"Come along," shouted the soldier at the front, "we
are wasting time."
"The relief is coming," answered the other, and in a
minute four young men, not much more than boys,
came into sight.
"Kirkman, what have we here? A lady under ar-

rest?" asked a youthful corporal.
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"Not under arrest, corporal; but being guided to the
nearest general officer."
"If I mistake not, I have seen you before, sir," said

Priscilla, addressing the young corporal.
"Your face is familiar, but I cannot-- oh, what am I
saying-h ow could anyone ever forget such a vision of
beauty."
"No flattery, please; but if I might whisper one word
in your ear I know you would tell these good patriots
that I am to be trusted."
The young corporal stepped forward, and Priscilla
whispered:
"I am on a mission for Master Lowry."
"Men, take good care of this lady; take her wherever she wants to go," and then turning to Priscilla, he
said: "Please to always remember that Benjamin Pierce
is ever at your service."
Once more the march was continued, and in a few
minutes they reached the summit of a hill, on which
men were working cheerfull y, throwing up embankments.

It was a beautiful sight from that hill. Below laY.

So
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the town with its many buildings and steepled churches,
in the bay the warships of England rode the waters
with every appearance of security, had it not been for
the guns planted behind the earthworks and the frowning muzzles of the English guns clearly discernible in
the distance, it would have required a strong imagination to say that war was going on between those outside and those inside the ancient town.
An officer mounted on a heavy farm horse rode up
to the party, and ·demand ed to know what the intrusion
meant.
"I have orders, colonel, to take this lady to the nearest officer."
"You have fulfilled your duty, you can return; I will
see to the lady."
"And this man?" pointing to Josiah.
"Leave him, he looks ham1less enough."
The colonel dismounted, and putting his arm througli
the bridle of his horse, stood easily, as he asked what
he could do for the lady.
"I have certain information I wish to convey to
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Gen. Washington," she said, in a low voice, not intending that Josiah should hear.
Then it was that Josiah, no doubt with good intentions, made the mistake of his life. How often does
this happen! The old proverb says that a certain warm
region is paved with good intentions.

Not that it is

wrong to have these good intentions, but they should
be founded on reason, and be the result of careful
thought.
"Yes, sir; she is a lady," exclaimed Josiah, "and we
got astray; she was on her way to Master Robert Beverley; she's his niece, and--"
"Is this true?" asked the colonel.
"It is; but allow me to explain."
"Not a word, madam; not a word. Sergt. Clare, take
this lady to the guardhouse, and see that she does not
communicate with anyone, and as for this man, put
him in irons until an investigation has been held."
"Will you not allow me to explain?"
"Not a word, madam. I am sorry, but affairs are in
such a critical condition that we have to forget chivalry
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and treat one of your sex differently to our inclinations."
"Will you allow me to send a message to Gen. Washington?"
"No; at least not until I have spoken to Gen. Putnam, who is in command; I do not know what he may
have to say."

In vain Priscilla pleaded, and Josiah forgot himself
and swore, for both were led away to the guardhouse
and there treated as ordinary prisoners.
Josiah kept up an incessant moaning, and when he
could manage to speak, he cried out:
"We shall both be shot, or hanged. I wish I had let
the half-drowned Israel come instead of me."
"I wish you had, for he was no coward."

CHAPTER VIII.
WASHINGTON'S MAGNANIMOUS ACT.

Priscilla was not nearly as confident when she was
alone in a room of the house which had been turned
into a temporary prison.

She knew that if she were

searched, letters to Beverley would be found on her,
and she did not know the contents of those documents. They might, and doubtless were, full of information which would help to injure the patriotic side.
What could she do with them?
She could not tear them up, for the fragments
might be pieced together, and the attempt at destruction would be used as an argument against her.
She remembered reading in an English book how an
officer taken prisoner had destroyed a map by swallowing it.

Should she do the same thing ?

Before she could decide, the door was opened, and
Israel Putnam entered.
"Madam, I regret that the state of war should neces-
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sitate an indignity to an American lady, for I presume
you are American."
"You presume rightly, general."
"Is it true that you are a niece of Robert Beverley?"
"Yes."
"You know he 1s a Tory, and an enemy of our
cause?"
"I am sorry to say that it is too true."
"You were on your way to him?"
"In that you are wrong, general; I was on my way

to Gen. Washington."
"Your man has confessed."
"He knows nothing of my mission.''
"He tells me differently; he says that you have letters to your uncle from men of high rank in the king's
army; is that so?"
"How long is it since American gentlemen questioned ignorant ferrymen about ladies in whose employ
they are?"
"The question is deserved ; but, believe me, Mistress
Beverley, the man was not questioned, he sent for
the officer on duty, and insisted on telling all he knew;
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not because he desired to help us, but only to obtain
mercy for himself."
"And you believe him?"
"I have not said so; but I can promise to believe
what you tell me. I have heard that you know several
of the officers in our army; may I ask their names?"
"You would compromise them by linidng their names
with a suspected spy? I am only a young girl, but I
know that you think me a spy. I refuse to answer any
questions until I am in the presence of Gen. Washington."
"I do not think the commander-in-chief will see
you."
"Is he here?"
"Yes."
"May I tru st you?"
"Madam, the man, or woman, either, does not live
that ever had to accuse Israel Putnam of breach of
trust."
"I quite believe you.

Take this ring to your com-

mander-in-chief, and say that the bearer wishes to see
him."

86

Washington's Magnanimous Act.

"I will do so, madam, and may your innocence be
established, for never have I seen a more truthful and
beautiful face."
Only a brief quarter of an _hour elapsed before the
door again opened, and Gen. Washington entered, accompanied by Putnam.
"You sent for me, madam ?"
"Nay, rather I came to see you, general.

I have

risked much, have had my maidenly modenty rudely
disturbed, but I promised the one who loaned me that
ring that I would do what he could not."
"Why could he not come?"
"His every movement is watched, and had he attempted to leave the town he would have been arrested
and possibly shot."
".B ut how did you leave?"
"I have a permit from Gen. Howe; true, it is to enable me to visit my uncle, Robert Beverley, but I used
it to assist me in coming here."
''Why should you desire to visit the Tory, excuse
me, your uncle, at such a time?"
"It was my only chance. I knew that important let-
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ters were to be sent to him, and I volunteered to take
them.''
"And you delivered them?"
"No, general, they are here," she took from her
bosom two letters addressed to Beverley, the seals unbroken, and handed them to Washington.
"You intended to deliver them?" he asked.
"I had no such intention. I know every inch of the
ground, and could have avoided your lines had I been
so minded.

The plan was all arranged by Master

Frank Lowry.''
"I believe you. But what am I to do with these letters? I am afraid they might injure my cause if he
received them.''
"Do with them as you think best.

If you like to

break the seal and read them, it will only be right. I
am your prisoner, and the reason of their non-delivery
could be easily explained.''
"Mistress Beverley, I will not read them.

I shall

destroy them, in your presence ; but you can still say
that they were taken from you while you were a pris-
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That will be your best excuse when you get

back."
"I thank you, and can only pray Heaven to prosper
the cause for which you are working."
"You wished to deliver to me some message. Is it in
writing?"
"Oh, no, that would not have been safe; I can only
tell you in my poor way what he would have told in his
masterly manner."
"Leave us, Putnam."
After Putnam had left the room Washington listened for nearly an hour to the ·message sent by
Lowry. It was evident from the flashing of his eyes,
and the twitching of his lips, that the great general
thought the information important.
At the close of the conference, Washington gave
her back the ring, and called Putnam into the room.
"Putnam, if we can act on what this lady has risked
her life to tell us, Boston will be in our hands in a few
days. I want you to have an escort.for this lady and
her serving man, to take her to Robert Beverley's. Better take a flag of truce in case of trouble."
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"I do not want to go to his house now."
"It is better that you should. Tell him that you were
taken prisoner by the Colonials, and that I bade you
continue your journey, to deliver the letters, which you
see are just as you received them, the seals unbroken.
Tell him that I had these letters in my hand, but that so
sacred a cause as that we have espoused would not
allow me---to tamper with private correspondence."
"You neve~ mean that he shall get those letters?''
asked Putnam, in surprise.
"Indeed, I do, and I shall provide an escort to see
that no one interferes with their fair bearer."
"It is madness."

"It is honorable."
"In war, general, honor does not count for much."
"In war, Putnam, men should never descend to dishonor to win honorable victory."
"Sometimes it is necessary."
"When it is I shall lay down my sword. We may
have to do many things which in time of peace we
should turn from with disgust, but Mistress Beverley
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shall never go among her own people and tell them
that I acted dishonorably?"
"Why not destroy them?"
"It is my desire to teach a Tory a lesson, and, believe me, we shall not suffer by it."
"So I am to provide an escort?"
"Yes, let that company of Boys of Liberty, under
young Pierce, be the escort."
"Your will shall be obeyed. But what of the serving
man?"
"He must go, of course; no, he talks too much, keep
him here until after-after-we ll, I may as well say it,
until after Gen. Howe leads his troops out of Boston,
and our flag flies from the Province House."
"How long before that occurs?" asked Putnam, in his
blunt way.
"Ten days, it may be, or only five; I can almost say
that I shall not sleep until I do so in the good old
Province House."
"I hope that your dream may come true."
"It is no dream, Putnam.
possible."

This lady has made it
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He took Priscilla's hand in his, and bent over it,
very lowly.

He pressed his lips to her fingers, and

expressed a hope that no one who acted with dishonor
might ever touch those fingers.
When an hour later young Pierce presented himself
at the guardhouse to receive his instructions about his
duty, Priscilla smiled on him, and expressed her pleasure at again meeting him and his brave young soldiers.
"We are only boys, Mistress Beverley," he said, "but

if you will trust yourself with us, we will answer for
your safety with our lives."
"I believe you, and I would rather have you and the
Boys of Liberty for an escort than the finest regiment
of England's soldiers."

CHAPTER IX.
A FIGHT FOR A LADY.

It was getting quite late in the afternoon before
Priscilla and her escort started on the journey to the
house of Robert Beverley, and Pierce was almost impatient, for he was afraid that his mission would prevent
him taking part in any skirmish or more serious engagement which might occur.
Gen. Putnam had insisted on Priscilla riding, as
the distance she had already covered was enough to
tire almost anyone. In vain she had urged her ability
to walk a dozen miles if necessary. A horse was found,
and a side saddle' had been borrowed from the house
in which Washington had his headquarters.

All this

had caused a delay, and Priscilla was getting~anxious,
for she wanted to return to town in time to take part
in the last rehearsal of "Zara."
When about a mile had been covered a sudden
turn in the road revealed a picket camp of English
soldiers.
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Pierce ,thought of the white flag, and ordered it to
be unfurled, much to his disgust, for he would rather
have had a brush with the enemy than a peaceful passage through their lines.
"Halt!"
The order came from an English officer, and Pierce
gathered his Boys of Liberty around his fair charge
to protect her from question or insult. Then he stepped
forward, one of his boys carrying the flag which is the
emblem of peace.
"Who are you, and where are you going?" the English officer demanded.
"I am Benjamin Pierce, at present commanding a
company of the Boys of Liberty; who are you?"
"One of his majesty's officers, with power to stop
your career, and teach you a wholesome lesson."
"Indeed !"
"Where are you going?'
Pierce had strict orders not to pick a quarrel with
any of the enemy, and so he answered, peacefully:
"I am escorting a lady to the house of one Robert
Beverley."
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"Indeed, and what may she want with so good a
loyalist ?"
"She is his niece, and while on her way to his house
mistook the road and entered our lines.

Gen. Wash-

ington instructed me to escort her wherever she wished
to go, and--"
"Don't palaver so much.

I do not believe a word

of your rigmarole, and n;,;.;t hear the story from the
lady's own mouth."
"To that I have no objection, but I warn you that
we carry a flag of truce, and you are bound to respect it."
"A fig for your white flag, it is just as likely to
mean cowardice as anything else."
Priscilla seeing, from a distance, that the two men
were getting angry, rode forward and asked the reason
of the delay.

The English officer looked at her with

admiration, and for a moment was dumb, then gaining
courage, he asked if it were true that she was on her
way to Beverley's house.
"Indeed, I am, and these gentlemen are escorting
me there."
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"I believe you, lady, and will see that you are safely
escorted to wherever you may wish to go; as for these
rapscallions, they may thank their lucky stars that I am
not in a fighting mood, and they had better get home
as fast as their scraggy legs will carry them."
Pierce had to bite his lips to prevent hurling back
the insult, but he succeeded in controlling himself, and
Priscilla thought him the noblest youth she had ever
known, excepting only one other.
"Capt. Pierce and his company will escort me," she
said, with dignity.
Pierce had no right to the title of captain, but he did
not disavow it.
"You have heard what the lady has said, now make
way, and let us pass."
"She can pass, but not you. No one can pass through
our lines without a permit, and your so-called Gen.
Washington has no power to give one."
That was perfectly true, and Pierce knew that the
right was on the side of his enemy.
"Gen. Washington may not have the power," said
Priscilla, "but Gen. Howe has, and here is his permit
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giving Mistress Priscilla Beverley and her escort the
right to pass through the British lines."
The officer looked at the paper, and his face became
white from suppressed emotion. He folded the paper,
and was putting it in his pocket, when the girl reminded him that it was her property. He only laughed,
and told her that it should be given up to her when
Beverley's house was reached.
"Are you going to give the lady that permit?" Pierce
asked.
"No, not until I am ready."
"Then take that, and that--"
Pierce had struck out with his left hand, and caught
the officer square on the chin, and before he had time
to retaliate another well-directed blow had caught him
in the pit of the stomach, doubling him up and causing
him to roll on the ground.
Quick as a flash, Pierce had snatched the paper
from his adversary's pocket, and restored it to Priscilla.
"Ride on, and we will overtake you," Pierce said to
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the girl, who feared that trouble would come through
his action.
"If you want to fight, do so as soldiers, not bullies,"

the officer exclaimed, as he rose to his feet, and turning
to his men he shouted :
"Take him prisoner; white flag or not, he shall answer for the insult to the king's officer."
Pierce wore a short sword, which he now drew, and
his Boys of Liberty gathered round him to await his
orders.
There was no longer any thought of peace, both
sides knew that only by right of might would the matter be settled. The English soldiers almost hated their
captain; he was a bully and coward, and they knew it,
but they were ready to fight at any time, that was
their business.
It was a strange sight that Priscilla witnessed, more
like a rehearsal on a stage than a real fight, for the
combatants were drawn up in lines almost within arm's
length of each other, but only for a minute, for the
British officer gave the order to fire, and Pierce re-
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peated it almost at the same time. The air was filled
with smoke, and for a moment all were blinded by it.
"Charge forward !" cried Pierce.
At the head of his gallant Boys of Liberty he
rushed towards the handful of English soldiers, and
forced his way through.
The fight was furious.

It seemed like a number of

duels being contested simultaneously, for each man had
singled out an opponent, and wrestled and struggled
with him irrespective of what the others were doing.
They fell on the ground, and grappled with one another, rolling over and over, clutching each other by
the throat, and in every way trying to get the mastery.
Priscilla had ridden some distance from the scene of
the struggle, and there awaited the result.

She had

resolved that, should the English prove the stronger,
she would make a dash for liberty herself, trusting
to her good horse to carry her out of reach of the
pursuers.
She sat awaiting the end, for she would not move
until she was sure that the Boys of Liberty were beaten.
So intent was she on listening to every sound that
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came from the scene of conflict, that she did not hear
the footfall of a horse in the rear, and horse and
rider was close to her before she knew it.
She turned quickly, and saw her uncle, who immediately recognized her.
"Priscilla !"
"Uncle Robert I"
"What brings you here, girl ? Where is Mistress
.T racy?"
"Oh, uncle, stop them ; they are fighting about me."
"What do you mean?"
In a few words she told him, and he put spurs in his

horse, and cleared the distance in a few minutes.
"Stop! In the king's name, I command you I"
Robert Beverley was known, and his influence with
the king's advisers in the colony feared.
"Stop, I say; if you will not obey I shall take means
to report you."
The English captain looked at Beverley, whom he
slightly knew, and asked by what authority he interfered.
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"In the name of the king ! I am told that you are
fighting about my niece, that both loyal soldiers and
rebels are anxious to serve her, so in her name I command both sides to call a truce."
It was a strange ending to a scrimmage; it was arbitration on the battlefield.
One of the English lay wounded, most likely fatally,
and two of the Boys of Liberty had received flesh
wounds. Both sides were excited, and wanted to continue the fight, but while the English obeyed the command in the name of the king, the Americans were
equally willing to listen when ordered to do so in the
name of Priscilla.
In a few minutes both sides listened to reason, and
the Boys of Liberty were given permission to go back
to their lines. Their mission was completed, for Priscilla was with her uncle, and he would be responsible
for her safety.
"I want you to thank them for being my escort,"
Priscilla said, as Pierce stood bareheaded before her
and her uncle.
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"Of course I thank them," said Beverley, "though I
do not see that they have done anything."
Priscilla took from her bosom the two letters, and
handed them to her uncle.
"When I was a prisoner m the camp of the
Colonials--"
"Rebels !"
"These letters fell into the hands of Gen. Washington; he bade me deliver them, with seals unbroken, to
you, saying that he could not be so dishonorable as to
open them."
"Did he not read them ?"
"See for yourself, have the seals been tampered
with?"
"No, it appears not."
"They were not out of my sight. He held them in
his hand until he returned them to me.

I was a

prisoner, but he provided me with an escort, and bade
this gentleman"-pointing to Pierce-"not leave me
until I was in your care."
"And to spy out the land at the same time. It was
a deep game, my girl."
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"Do you think that ever entered Gen. Washington's
mind?"
"Of course it did, why else should be send an escort
with you?"
"And you can think this of a man who would not
break the seal of your letters, though they were in his -,
possession? Read those letters, and then tell me how
much more he would have gained by what he tenped
dishonor than by sending spies to your house.

I am

ashamed of you !"
Robert Beverley knew that every word was deserved,
and when he opened one of the letters, he exclaimed:
"Great Heaven, if that had been read by the rebel
commander ! We should have been ruined !"
"And you think that--"
"Washington is a gentleman, although he is a rebel.
I would thank him in person did I dare go into his
camp. Stay, young rebel, I want you to convey a few
lines to your commander."
Beverley wrote a short note of thanks, and handed
it to Pierce, with the remark :
"I hope you will reach your camp in safety, and
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should Robert Beverley ever be in a position to serve
you he is at your command."
And so ended the strange and momentous expedition
of Priscilla from the camp of the patriots to the protection of her Tory uncle.

CHAPTER X.
FRACAS ON THE COMMON.

There was to be a rehearsal of the play called "Zara,"
at Faneuil Hall, on the night following the day on
which Priscilla had made her memorable visit to Gen.
Washington.
Gen. Burgoyne was like a young boy full of excitement, and bubbling over with pleasure at the thought of
the triumph he was about to win on the stage.

He

had gathered around him many of the most beautiful
women in Boston as patronesses, and some of the most
charming of them had agreed to enact roles in the
play. The governor had lent his sanction to it, and
of course the officers had to follow his example and
smile approval.
The rehearsal was to be at five o'clock, and everything was in readiness.

Only one thing troubled the

soldier-author, and that was the absence of Priscilla,
who had not returned to Boston.

It was a few minutes after four of the clock, when a
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heavy sound echoed through the town, followed by
another. The people had become accustomed to hearing the roar of cannon, and the crack of musketry, but
for several days not a sound had disturbed the tranquillity of the town, and the Tories believed that the
end was fast coming, by which they meant the surrender of the Colonials to the English.

The roar of

the cannon once again came as a surprise, and startled
some of the timid.
Burgoyne was entering the far-famed Faneuil Hall,
when a boy, deemed half-witted by many, ran up to
him, and shouted :
"Washington is coming I Washington is coming I
Yankee Doodle Dandy !"
"Get out of the way, you idiot I"
"Call me an idiot?" exclaimed the boy.

"An idiot

knows nothing, and I know something, and what I
know I won't tell."
"You are a fool, don't you see I want to go in here?"
"Many want a thing they can't have, and many
would like to go to heaven, but they won't get there."
Burgoyne gave the boy a shove, and sent him reel-
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ing into the gutter.

For a few minutes he lay there

thinking, then he muttered :
"Dan is an idiot, is he ? That man is a wise man, is
he? We shall see."
Dan Daniels, as the boy was called, watched the
ladies and officers enter the hall for the rehearsal, and
his busy brain was wondering how he could be revenged on the general for the insults he had heaped
upon him.
Dan crawled up the stairs to the hall above the
market, and listened at the door. He had never seen
a play nor heard the dialogue, and he was fascinated
as he listened, but when a lady was pleading with
some one, and her voice became most pathetic as she
lived the part she was playing, Dan suddenly shouted:
"The rebels are on the Common I Washington is
coming to old Funnel!"
The cry was so startling that the rehearsal was
stopped, and everyone turned to the door.

The loud

cannonading which shook the building seemed to give
color to the startled cry.
Burgoyne was doing all he could to draw back the
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attention of his company, and had partially succeeded,
when Dan effectually broke up the rehearsal.
In the market beneath the hall he found a rat trap,
in which two very active and large rats had been
caught alive. Some of the officers had dogs trained for
ratting, and a match had been arranged for an early
day, the only difficulty was in getting a supply of rats.
Traps were set in all the likely places, and the market
at Faneuil Hall was a good place. It was one of these
traps which Dan found.
He carried his trap upstairs, and quietly opened the
door of the hall.
"The rebels are ' coming!" he shouted again, and
once more every eye was fixed on the door, when to the
great horror of every lady and the discomfiture of the
men, two large and healthy rats scampered into the
room, and made for the very place where the actors
and actresses had gathered.

In the confusion, Dan had entered, and unnoticed
by anyone had reached a large candelabra which
lighted the stage.

With a sudden jerk he overturned

it, and the place was in semi-darkness.
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The ladies screamed, and climbed on benches, for
fear of the rats, the men forgot that ladies were present, and used language unfit for polite society.
Dan had escaped attention, and was delighted at
the success of his joke, but he had still another thing in
store for the gay loyalists ; he had managed to obtain
some asafetida, a pungent gum, which gave forth an
odor of garlic, only immensely intensified. In the doorway he put this gum on the floor and set fire to it, with
the result that the hall was filled with smoke almost
suffocating, and with an odor that was intolerable.
He escaped downstairs, but almost immediately ran
up, breathless, crying out :
"The rebels are coming, they are fighting all over
the Common."
As if to give an emphasis to his cry, a fierce can-

nonading was heard, and on every hand was heard the
signal : "To arms !"
Never had there been such commotion. Men forgot
the ladies, and left them to reach home the best way
they could, the soldiers hurried to their respective regi-
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ments, and thought of nothing but repelling the invaders.
Washington had not entered the town, but his artillery had commenced an assault on the batteries on the
western borders of the peninsula, not a shot being fired
into the town itself, for the patriots wanted to spare
the people as well as the buildings of Boston.
Almost at the commencement of the bombardment,
the Americans had burst their largest mortar, which
they had called by the name of "Congress," but not
before it had thrown some big shells into the British
entrenchments.

In retaliation for this onslaught, Howe directed the
batteries along the western side of the town to return
the fire, and the sky was made brilliant by the constant firing.
The people gathered on the high lands to watch the
night engagement, and many were the expressions of
hope that the patriots might win.
Men grew brave, and thinking the soldiers were too
much engaged to notice them they sang "Yankee Doo-
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die," and other songs, which were in favor with the
Colonials.

In the midst of the excitement on the Common, a
crowd had gathered round a young woman, who was
shouting to the men to go home and arm themselves
to help the patriots.

An old man stood by her side,

and in the intervals of her speech called on the "God
of freedom" to help the cause of the people against the
king.

Suddenly a squad of soldiers forced its way through
the dense mass, beating the people down with their
guns and trampling on those who fell.
Two soldiers reached the old man and young girl,
and with a savage blow felled the man to the ground,
without any attempt at interference by those assembled.
The soldiers then seized the girl, and was dragging
her away, when a voice, startlingly clear, shouted:
"Halt ! Take your hands from that girl !"
Everyone looked in the direction of the voice, and
saw young Frank Lowry, hatless, his hair blown about
his face, his coat nearly torn from his back.
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"Who are you who dare interfere with the king's
soldiers ?" asked a corporal.
"Never mind who I am, liberate that girl."
"Drag her away,'' shouted the corporal to his men.
Lowry looked for one moment at the corporal who
held his musket in front of him as a guard, and then
he sprang upon him, and seizing the gun wrenched
it from his hands, and with the butt knocked its owner
down.
"Men of Boston, are you going to allow a girl to be
dragged to prison, and perhaps to a fearful fate, for
saying she was an American?" Lowry shouted, and in
reply there came a tremendous :
"No!

Never I"

Instantly the mob caught hold of the soldiers, and
forced them to give up their prisoner.
The corporal had regained his feet and his courage,
and had sought out his youthful antagonist.
was ready for him,

Lowry

and not wishing to have an unfair

advantage he handed his gun to a friend, and instantly
struck out with his right hand, catching the soldier
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under the chin and sending him to earth, where he lay
stunned and unconscious.
'Where shall we take you, ma'am?" the leader of the
crowd asked the girl.
"I don't know; my father, tell me, is he killed?"
"No, he is badly hurt, but he shall be taken care of,
-if you will tell us where we can take him and you."

"Go fetch the girl's father," said Priscilla Beverley,
who had managed to reach the Common, and had seen
the fracas, "I will take care of this girl."
There was a magic in her voice, for the crowd
seemed ready to do whatever she bade, and the old
man was speedily by the side of his daughter, not so
badly hurt as was thought.
"We are staying in the Hay Market, at the house
of a good merchant, by name--"
"Name no names in this crowd," said a man, "we

will see you and your daughter safe at home."
"May Heaven bless you I"
"We don't deserve it, all the thanks are due that
young fellow who made the soldiers desist.
know his name, but he is a plucky one."

I don't
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While this was going on, Lowry was fighting inch
by inch with the soldiers, and alone, save for one youth,
who did not desert him.
The blood was streaming down Lawry's face, but
he never noticed it ; he had five soldiers against him at
that time, and it required all his presence of mind to
enable him to keep them at bay. He had got the corporal's gun again, and was tempted to fire, but he knew
that the sound would attract attention, and most likely
bring more soldiers to the spot, so he used the weapon
as a club and swung it round his head so vigorously
that it was almost a miracle that no skulls were cracked.
The cannonading was continued, and Howe was
becoming nervous. He expected to find the enemy close
in upon him, and force a fight within the town itself,
and for that he was unprepared.
Lowry managed to escape at last, and made his way
home as quickly as he could, for he wanted to wash the
blood from his face, and get a few hours' rest, so that
he might be prepared for the morrow.
All night the Americans kept up the firing on the
batteries on the western side of the town, while dark-
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ness and silence reigned on the eastern part of Boston2
and when morning came desultry shots were fired into
the British earthworks, causing Howe to exclaim:
"The rebels must have captured a powder boat, or
they would not waste so much, but I fancy they are
about exhausted."
As though the Americans knew what the royal commander had said, the firing commenced in earnest, and

the British saw tliat the American breastworks had
been pushed farther forward.

·l ~--

CHAPTER XI.
o'FLAHERTYS STORY.

"We are lost, there's nothing but death for us," exclaimed a soldier, who had just been relieved at the
picket post.
"What do you mean?" asked Sergt. Carston, angrily.
"Mean? mean? just what I say. It's a wonder I'm
alive to tell the tale, and my hair will be white with the
fright, I'm sure."
"Speak plainly, you idiot."
"Well, it was this way; I was standing by the snake
fence out beyond there when what should I see but two
balls of fire a-moving along the ground, and says I
to myself, that's strange."

,

"A stray cat, maybe."
"Cat, what are you talking of? You never saw a
cat six feet high."
"You said the balls of fire were on the ground."
"Did I? So they were when I saw them first, but
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the moment I raised my gun to fire, I'm blest if they
didn't rise until they were six feet from the ground."
"Did you fire ?"
"Did I fire?

What at? Two balls of flame?

No,

not I; but I just grasped my gun, and ran toward
the things, when I felt my knees give way, and I fell
to the ground in a fright.

For my eyes saw a big,

white ghost."
"You were drinking."
"That's a lie, sergeant, and you know it.

Not a

drop of liquor, not even cider, has passed my lips this
many a day.

I'm a good Methodist, and that you

know."
"I alwa j 3 thought so, though I never took much
stock in Methodism; it seems to me a new-fangled
religion."
"Keep your thoughts to yourself about that. I was
saying that I saw a ghost, as sure as I live, and every
man on the post will tell you the same thi.ng."
"That's a fact," Bernard Hanson interposed, "I saw
it myself, and I fired at it, but, though the thing fell,
when I got there not a thing was to be found."
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"I will go to the post myself, perhaps the ghost will
walk again."
But before the sergeant had time to start on his
tour of investigation, Michael O'Flaherty, a big, rawboned son of the Green Isle, appeared at the tent,
dragging along with him a p6or, miserable specimen
of humanity.
"Ye see I got the spalpeen," he exclaimed, shaking
the man just as a terrier does a rat, "it's niver a wun'll
be feared ov a ghost again, or me name's not
O'Flaherty ."
Sergt. Carston held the lantern close to the face of
the prisoner, and recognized Josiah, the ferryman, who
had accompanied Priscilla on her visit to the camp to
see Gen. Washington.
"Trying to escape, eh?"
"No, your honors," Josiah said, very meekly; "no, I
was only having a bit of fun with the boys."
"A bit of fun which will land your neck in a noose
before sunrise."
"No, no, not that; I'm only a poor ferryman, I didn't
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mean any harm, and I was nearly killed by that big
slob of an--"
"Don't ye be afther callin' me names, or, by jabers,
I'll not wait for the hangman, but I'll sthring ye up
meself, an' say a paternoster afther."
"O'Flaherty, tell your story, and remember that you
must speak just as you will before the general when
this man is on trial."
O'Flaherty looked round at his comrades who had
so recently been on the picket lines as sentries, and
commenced:
"Ye see, gintlemin, forgive me for callin' such spatpeens out ov yer names, I was at me post thinkin' ov
the green hills of ould Oireland, whin I saw a spook
sure enough, an' I thought I was a big fool for iver
lavin' the ould land. But I was out here, an' I thought
I wud make the best ov it, an' have a crack with my
goon at some ov the inimies ov ould Oireland, but divil
a thought had I ov havin' to fight ghosts.
"The thafe ov the wurrld, turned his eyes ov faire on
me, an' I crossed meself an' shouted: 'Fwhat are ye
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tryin' to afright me fur, ye thafe ov the wurrld, sure
an' I niver did anythin' to yez.' But niver a wurrd did
he answer at all, so I ups an' foires at him wid me
goon, but the murtherin' ball didn't touch a hair uv his
head that I missed, an' thin, says I : 'Begorra, now I'll
take ye a prisoner, so I will.'

I joomped across the

fince; bedad, it was loike jumpin' a haystack, it was so
broad, so it was, an' I caught up to his ghostship, .an'
says I: 'Surrender, Misther Ghost, or I'll scatter yer
brains.' An' now ye can have the laff at me, for, bedad, I'd forgot, in me charge on the ghost, to reload
me goon, at all, at all, and the thafe must av knew it,
for he threw off the shate he was a-wearin', an' thin
I saw he had a bay'net, which he pointed at me. By
St. Pathrick, but I was frightened. As he was comin'
for me, lapin' sev'ral fate at a toime, says I : 'O'Flaherty, me bhoy, mind yerself, or ye'll niver see ould
Oireland agen, an' the future Mistress O'Flaherty will
be widdy before .she iver knew ye.'

I took me goon

at the middle just as I wud my dear ould shillaleagh in

the Galtees, an' balanced meself fur fun.

I twirled me

goon aroun' me head loike a true Tipperary bhoy, an'
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was ready fur Misther Ghost, whin he caught his fut
in a root, an' he wint sprawlin' on the turrf, lukin' just
loike a big !ether X, loike I used to sign me name
whin I joined the Boys ov Liberty.

Before he cud

get up I had me fut on his neck, an' says I : 'Surrender, ye ghost or divil,' but niver a wurrd did he spake.
"Thin I wus mad as a march hare, an' says I : 'if ye
won't spake, ye spalpeen, I'll have to be afther givin' ye
a dose of what yer mother-Heaven forgive her fur
havin' a haythen son loike you--ought to have given
ye years agone,' an' wid that I brought me goon down
on the latter end ov him, an' he yelled blue murther,
so he did, an' that's all I've got to say, gintlemen."
One part, at least, of O'Flaherty's account was true,
for it was noticed that Josiah could not sit down, and
by the way he stood the sergeant was not sure but that
some bones were broken.
Sergt. Carston sent Josiah a prisoner to the camp,
and left him to his fate.
Josiah had not been happy as a prisoner during the
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two days that he had been in camp after Priscilla had
left, though he was treated with every consideration,
and given a considerable amount of liberty.
It was hard to say whether the man was a knave or
fool, whether he was desirous of seeing the American
cause triumph, or that Howe and the British should inflict a disastrous defeat on the patriots ; to all Josiah
was a mystery.
At times he appeared to be half an idiot, and at
others he astonished those with whom he came in contact by his sharp wit and ready thought.
The escapade, which led to him being arrested by
O'Flaherty, might have been intended for a joke, but
having stolen a gun it looked very suspicious, and re-quired a great stretch of the imagination to believe
that he did not . intend trying to escape and re-enter
'the British lines.
Gen. Putnam heard that Josiah had been taken
prisoner and brought back to camp, and he determined
to examine him at once.

On the ferryman being brought before him the good
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old veteran smiled at the abject fear which was so
manifest in the bearing of the prisoner.
"Now, my man, what have you to say for yourself?" he asked.
"Nothin'."

"Dq you not know that you are accused of stealing
a gun--"
"I had as much right to it as the man from whom
I took it," Josiah answered, defiantly.
"What do you mean?"
"That gun belonged to the people of Boston, and I
am one of the people."
"Tell me what mad prank you were up to, and I will
deal leniently with you?"
''What do you mean by leniently?

Do you mean

that you will hang me right away, or wait until tomorrow?"
"I mean, friend, that if you tell the truth you shall
not be punished at all."
"Can I trust you?"
"If you can find a man who can prove that Israel
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Putnam ever broke his word, you may shoot me whenever you like."
"Are you Israel Putnam?"
"Yes."
"Him as was nearly burned to death by the Indians?"
"Yes."
"Then I'll trust you, an' I'll tell you what I'd never
tell any other mort-i-al man. Send that ramrod out of
the room first, though."
"You mean--?"
Josiah pointed to the soldier on duty at the door,
who was tall and thin, and had been nicknamed ramrod
by the ferryman.
When the man had retired, Putnam said, almost
brusquely:
"Tell your story."_
"I'll be honest with you; when I took that gun, I
thought I'd escape an' get back to Boston, an' tell the
British all you chaps were <loin', but I turned back."
"Thought better of it?"
"I got through the lines all right, an' was close to
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the British pickets, an' so was safe from you, but I
heard some talk, an' it made my· blood boil."
"What was it?"
"I heard a sprig of a Englishman speak of Mistress
Beverley, an' he said she was a spy, an' ought to be
shot, an' then I listened some more, an' I heard enough
to know that Josiah was never goin' to take part witli
the English again, so I sneaked back an' frightened
the boys with my white sheet an' my balls of fire,
which were only candles, an' was gettin' back here,
when I got tripped up; that's all."
"Is that all?"
"Well, no, it isn't.

I'll make a clean breast of it.

There is a company of the enemy, that is, the English, sneakin' round the Roxbury Road, intendin' to
take Gen. Washington a prisoner ; they think they can
get him on the sly like, an' I think they'll do it, if you
don't stop 'em."
"Then what we heard is true, and what is more the
pity, there must be a traitor in our camp."
"I guess there is, an' you'd better find him."
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"Josiah, I thank you, and I believe that you have
told the truth. You will not be punished, but you will
have to remain a prisoner until we get into Boston."
"May the good Lord make the time short, then."
"Amen to that I"

CHAPTER XII.
KID N APERS

FOILED.

Not far from the American lines a company of British soldiers halted.

They looked a lot of dare-devils

ready for anything, no matter how dangerous it
might be.
The officer m command looked them over by the
light of a lantern, and judged them to be just the
men for the enterprise.
"Men, you have volunteered for a dangerous piece of
work," he said, "if we fail, not one will see to-morrow's
sun ; if we succeed, there will be a hundred pounds of
good English money for each of you who reach Boston
alive, and let me tell you that the money is sure.
"We have to steal cautiously up to the house where
this man, Washington, is resting, then all we have to
,do is to get him, dead or alive, and bring him back to
Boston. If he is dead you will get the money, but if we
can get him into Boston alive you will each receive
twenty-five pounds more."
I.
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"I'll be rich for life, then."
"There'll be no fightin'," said another, "I know these
chaps, they are good at long-distance fightin', but when
you get close they run away."
"I am told that the only guard Washington has is
composed of some young boys called the Boys of
Liberty, and there isn't one of them could wrestle
with the weakest of you men," said the officer.
"We'll make mincemeat of the Boys of Liberty," said
one of the valiant ones.
The march was resumed, and the men knowing the
necessity of caution never uttered a word, nor made
any more noise than was unavoidable. They meant to
take the Boys of Liberty by surprise.

If they could

do so they could make a quick dash and capture the
American commander before the boys could recover
from their fright or make an alarm.
Taking the Boys of Liberty by surprise was more
difficult than they had calculated on, for Josiah had
revealed the plot, and so young Pierce had sent out
his scouts in every direction to await the coming of the
daring raiders.

Kidnapcrs Foiled.
Not more than a quarter of a mile from the headquarters of Washington on that night, one of the Boys
of Liberty discovered the British soldiers.
He did not fire his gun to give an alarm, he had
received different instructions, so he ran in the direction of headquarters as fast as any staghound. He was
soon there, and the boys pressed around him and
grasped his hand, in a thoroughly friendly but unmilitary manner.
Benjamin Pierce was in command that night, and
he decided that he would meet the enemy halfway, at
a wood which would give them a strong position for
defense or attack, whichever was necessary.
When the wood was reached, Pierce placed his
Boys of Liberty in position behind trees and gave them
orders to remain hidden until he gave the command to
come in the open.
The Boys of Liberty had not long to wait. The enemy
was close at hand, but advancing very slowly and cautiously, for they had no desire to be seen or to cause
an alarm to be given.
The British soon learned that it was as easy to catch
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a weasel asleep as to find the Boys of Liberty unprepared, for the first redcoat that was exposed to view
was a target for a bullet from a gun aimed by young
Zeke Warren. The man gave utterance to a wild yell
of pain, for the bullet had broken his right arm, and
rendered him useless as a soldier.
Pierce gave the signal, and the firing began, both
sides using powder and shot in utter disregard of the
scarcity of those useful friends in time of war.
For nearly an hour this was kept up, and the British
were getting tired.

They made a sudden charge for-

ward, hoping to overcome the Boys of Liberty, and
put them to flight by their fierce onslaught.
"Give no quarter," shouted the British officer, "take
no prisoners ; dead men are better than prisoners."
A cheer greeted this bloodthirsty order, for the men
were ready for anything no matter how brutal it
might be.
Young Pierce had expected this move, and had got
his men in close ranks, and the moment the charge began a volley rang out, and gaps were made in the British ranks ; then the Boys of Liberty took their pistols
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and fired, one-half of the boys reloading their muskets
while the other half used the pistols at close range.
Before the British were within bayonet length of
their foes their ranks were thinned so much that it
seemed almost impossible for them to charge through
the well-preserved line of the Boys of Liberty.
A volley at such close range still further decimated
the ranks of the British, and the officer gave orders to
retreat, for the boys had proved too much for them.
The British fell back to the wood, and then consulted as to what should be done.
"We have lost twelve men out of thirty," said the
officer; "the Boys of Liberty are fighters, and no mistake."

"Shall we make one more try?" asked a serg~nt,
who was one of the volunteers.

"Yes, get ready, furies! the Boys of Liberty are
upon us."
It was true.

Young Pierce had decided to pursue

the enemy, and with a wild cheer a volley of patriotic
bullets was sent into the startled ranks of the raiders.
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Quicker than he had ever acted before the English
officer pulled out a white handkerchief, and waved it
frantically above his head.
It was seen by Pierce, and the firing ceased.
A soldier was sent forward to ask for permission
to remove the dead and wounded, and to be allowed
to leave the field without the humiliation of surrender.
"You can bury your dead," said Pierce, "a truce will
be allowed long enough for that, but you must surrender--"
"And the conditions?"
"There are none; it must be an absolute surrender,
unconditional."
"And if we refuse?"
"Then we shall wipe you off the face of the earth,
and we can do so, as you well know."
"Give me an hour to decide." '
Pierce drew himself up to his full height, and answered:
"It will take you ten minutes to acquaint your officer with my terms, in fifteen we shall commence firing,
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unless we see that you attempt to retreat, in that case
we shall fire at once."
The soldier returned to his company, and announced
that the only terms were unconditional surrender.
"Men, what shall we do? You volunteered for this
work, and I ask you to decide."
"I have no desire to die to-day," said one.
"They are fighters," said another.
"I tell you that though they are young boys they
can fight better than many of our trained veterans."

"Is it surrender?"

"Yes."
The white flag was waved in token of surrender,
and the fifteen British volunteers, all that were left of
the thirty, marched to the American camp prisoners
of war.
Jt was a glorious victory, and years later the story
was told of how the Boys of Liberty outwitted the
veterans of the British Army on that memorable occasion.
Washington did not hear of the great victory for
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some hours, for serious work was afoot, which taxed
the energies of every man among the American
soldiers.
Gen. Thomas received the prisoners, and complimented young Pierce on his splendid achievement.

CHAPTER XIII.
PRISCILL A'S

PLAN.

Priscilla sat uneasily in the parlor of Mistress
Tracy's house awaiting the return of Frank Lowry,
who had ventured out of the town to try and enter the
American lines. He was overdue, and the girl feared
that he might have been taken prisoner, in which case
all their well-laid plans would prove abortive.
Everyone thought that Lowry was Priscilla's lover,
and so his frequent visits to her house were not
noticed.

An hour passed, she grew tremulous with expectancy, and almost cried out hysterically when the maid
announceq. that her expected visitor had arrived.
"Oh, Frank, I was getting so worried," she exclaimed.
"Were you ?"
"Yes, I was ready to cry; I know you will laugh at
me, but I feared we were going to fail."
"What made you think that?"

I
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"I thought you might have been taken prisoner,
and--"
"They would have given me a short shrift," and the
merry face of the boy was wreathed in smiles, even
though the thought of death must have been far from
pleasant to him.
"Yes, it is too awful to think of, but you are safe.
Tell me all about the trip."
"That I dare not do at present, Mistress Tracy may
come in at any minute-I saw her as I entered--"
"I thought she was away for the afternoon."
"It seems that you were wrong, for she is in the

house at this moment."
"What special news have you?"
"It is all arranged, but we have but short time."

"And you think that--"
"Hush, bend down so that you may hear a whisper.
Washington will be at the Province House in less than

a week."
"You think so?"
"I feel sure of it, and I have promised that the of-
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ficers shall· be diverted, as you proposed, on the
fourth."
"So soon?"
"Yes."
"What excuse can I make?"
"I never thought of that, of course some good excuse
must be made ; what shall it be?"
"I cannot think, I wish that I had thought it would

be so soon, but-ah, dear Mistress Tracy, you see the
truant has returned," the girl added, as her hostess entered the room.
"Yes, I see he has ; he tells me that he has had a
frightful cold, and has been unable to leave his room
-what are you laughing at?"
"You misunderstood me, Mistress Tracy," said
Frank, bubbling over with laughter. "You forgot that
I said I had to go to bed, and was confined there some
time; I meant all last night.

I am sorry that you

thought I had been ill."
"You are always the same, always playing pranks on
us poor trusting ones. Priscilla, my dear, I think you
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had better dismiss him, or he will be saying something
the very opposite to what he means."
"P riscilla understands me, she has become quite accustomed to my inveterate joking, which I really must
curb.''
"Auntie, I have a favor to ask," Priscilla suddenly
exclaimed.
"I know it is something I shall not want to grant,
or you would never have called me auntie; come, chit,
what is it?"
"I meant to ask you before, but-well, I didn't get
a chance, but really, auntie, you will grant it, won't
you?"
"Even to half my kingdom, as the general makes me
say in his play."
"On the fourth day of this month," the girl began,
in tones which would have made her famous on the
tragic stage, "I am going to entertain all the company
at present supposed to be rehearsing 'Zara,' and I
want you to allow me to use your house1 and you must
play 'Propri ety' ; if I were writing it I should put the
largest 'P' I could for your honorable title."
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"You silly girl !"
"Don't call me silly. I have got such a big scheme
in my head, and you must help me, or--"
"What?"
"Have you never heard how maidens, whose hopes
are blighted, sometimes become insane? They go off
their heads, as Betsy Quaile used to say."
"Do be serious."
"Sit down here by my side," said Priscilla, as she
seated herself on the center of a large settee couch ;
"yes, that is right, only come close, I want to whisper.
Frank, you come on the other side. I haven't patience
with you ! Have I the plague that you are afraid to get
close? That is better, now are you ready?"
Both declared they were ready, and Frank wondered what scheme she had elaborated so quickly; but
be was reassured when she gave him a friendly nudge
with her elbow, which was as suggestive to him as a
wink.
"Don't faint, auntie; I will not keep you a close
prisoner for long. I thought that we might give a
rehearsal of 'Zara,' we do not know our parts any too
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well, and we might invite Gen. Howe and all his staff,
and all the officers, except those on actual duty, and
when the first act was over-you know how the climax
makes everyone feel so sympathetic-I would go round
with a bag and ask that all present should subscribe to
a fund for the relief of the wounded soldiers--"
"That is a good idea."
"And after the rehearsal we would give a supper,
with plenty of good things, and-stoop so that I may
whisper in your ears, Mistress Tracy-have so much
wine that no one would care about leaving until sunrise--"
"You shocking girl !"
"I feel just so. I would like to be real, what shall I
say? giddy for one night, and you, my dear auntie,
would be sufficient proof and guarantee that it was all
respectable; now may I do it?"
"Have you found out what it would cost?"
"Bother cost, I will ·pay for it all, and you shall order the very best of everything; I will give you all the
money you want."

Priscilla's Plan.
"The notice is short ; the men might come, but we
ought to have some ladies."
"Of course, you dear old silly; I would say in each
invitation that each gentleman must bring a lady; they
would not find it hard, would they?"

"I will ask you to be my lady," said Frank, quickly.
"And I--?"
Priscilla whispered a name in Mistress Tracy's ear
that caused her to blush and nod her head, for the

lady did !ike to flirt just a little, and there was one officer, as we know, who thought time passed pleasantly
when he was by her side.
"I thought the fourth was the day of the play?"
"Gen. Burgoyne said it would have to be postponed,
so the rehearsal will take its place on that night."
"I do not know what to say, madcap."
"Yes, you do; Frank, will you help write the invitations?"
"I am at your command, from this very minute."
"Excellent boy, you shall have an extra slice of
cake, and perhaps a glass of wine for being so good."

,....
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"I wish I knew whether you are serious or not,"
Mistress Tracy exclaimed.
"Always serious, my dear lady.

Now let me see

how we shall word the invitations.

'Mistress Tracy

and Priscilla Beverley commands the attendance of all
loyal officers and gentlemen and their ladies

to

a--'''

'What are you talking about?"
"The way we should invite our prospective guests."
"But you said 'command.'

Only the governor or

the monarch can say that."
"I heard general-no , I will not mention his nan:ecall you his queen--"
"For shame, chit."
"And Gen. Burgoyne said that I should grace a
throne, so all we have to do is to take them at their
word, and, as queens, command the attendance of our
loyal subjects."
After a short badinage a form of invitation was
agreed upon, and Frank commenced to write as rapidly
as his good goose quill would travel over the paper.
"While you are writing, I will go and see the gov-
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ernor, and be assured that he approves and will grant
his patronage," said Mistress Tracy, with promptness.
"Excellent, most excellent, my lady; another line
from the play but very effective. You are a dear old
girl; I beg pardon, but I must give you a kiss," and
Priscilla, staid, serious puritan as she was, actually
caught her friend round the waist, and after kissing
her pulled her round the room, making her take some
of the steps in a dance just than being introduced.
When Mistress Tracy had driven away from her
house, Priscilla's manner changed, and she sank on the
lounge with a deep sigh.
"It was so hard, Frank," she said, sighing again, "I
do hate this masquerading, but did I do it well?"
"Excellent, most excell--"
"Stop! I hate every word of that play.

I shall go

mad if you repeat any of it, now that we can be ourselves and not play actors.

I hope that we shall

succeed."
"I think we shall.

If we can get the officers here,

and keep them here all night, Washington can erect
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his earthworks without being noticed, and then the
end will be near."
"But if we should fail?"
"We shall not fail; but even if we did, what then?
'We should not be suspected?"
"How are the American officers to know our plans?"
"I have arranged a series of signals, and again you
will have to bear the burden, for you will not be suspected."
"If we only do not fail!

Oh, don't you think we

ought to invite my uncle?"
"Why, certainly, and we must not forget young
Bingley, he is a free lance, and his troops are here,
there and everywhere; we must remove him for a
time."
"When are the signals to be given?"
"Any time, as soon as we are certain."
"I hear wheels, surely Mistress Tracy cannot have
returned so quickly?

Yes, the carriage has stopped

here, and"- Priscilla was peeping out of the window"Gen. Howe is with her."
The governor and commander-in-chief of the British
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Army entered the room without ceremony, and fell
upon his knee before Priscilla, taking her hand in his,
and raising it to his lips.
"My dear young lady, your noble heart has tri-0.mphed over sex, and you have shown us how we can
combine amusement with duty.

Mistress Tracy has

told me of your most excellent plan, and I concur in it
most heartily, and I am sure Burgoyne will be delighted."
"Then you do not object, your excellency?"
"Object?

How could I?

Every officer shall be

present-I will let the rebels alone for one night, they
can do no mischief, and as for your benefit fund, I will
head the list with one hundred pounds, and dang me,
every officer shall give liberally, or I'll have him cashiered, dang me if I don't."
"Have a glass of wine, my dear governor," said
Mistress Tracy, entering the room just ahead of the
butler, who was bearing a tray. "I do not suppose you
would care to drink a cup of tea, that is a woman's
drink."
"My dear Mistress Tracy, I will drink a glass of
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wine to your health, and another to the health of our
fair young damsel here; dang me, if I mustn't find her
a husband, and then I will join you at the tea table."
Howe, governor and good soldier, drank not two,
but several glasses of wine, for after toasting the two
ladies he must needs suggest a bumper to the success
of Priscilla's benevolent fund, and then he remembered
that the king had not been toasted, and no sooner was
his glass emptied, than he called on the butler to fill up
again, and raising his glass said :
"The queen, bless her!"
The ladies and young Lowry had merely sipped
their wine at each toast, while the governor had emptied his glass each time. Not that it took any effect on
him, for he was noted as a "three bottle" man ; that
is, one who could drink three bottles of wine after his
dinner.
"I'll have the invitations sent out myself," said his
excellency, "and you can invite as many more as you
please."
After he had gone, Frank gave a very prolonged
"Whew !" and exclaimed :
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"For all the impudence, commend me to his excellency. He never thinks of the expense-"
"Never mind that, Frank; I can stand it."
"I shall be pleased to contribute my share," added
Mistress Tracy.
"But the governor might have given you the power
to invite all the guests, I--"
The governor had returned so silently that Frank
was uncertain how much he might have overheard, but
if he had heard anything he gave no sign, but very
calmly said :
"I just bethought me, ladies, that I had not asked
your permission to make the invitations in your names.
I think that it would be well to have a heavy line written on the top :
"Under the patronage of his excellency, the governor!
"Then would follow the names of Mistress Tracy
and Mistress Beverley--"
"Priscilla Beverley, if your excellency pleases."
"Just so, happy will be the man who can change the
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Beverley into his own name, and then we can have the
mistress without the Priscilla."
"Dost thou not like the name, your excellency?"
asked Priscilla, demurely.
"It is an excellent one.

Have I your permission,

ladies, to do as I suggested?"
"Certainly."
"Then I have the honor to bid you good-day."
Priscilla could not help giving Frank a nudge, which
meant to him that the plan was proceeding splendidly.

CHAPTER XIV.
THE SIGNAL.

"I tell you it is all noise, noise, noise, nothing else."

"I think that they are a parcel of fools."
"For the life of me, I cannot think what we are wasting time here for, the climate is aceursed, the people
hate us, we are looked upon as though we were wild
animals-- "
"You needn't talk, Leverson; you have been made a
pet of ever since you landed."
"Do you know why?"
"Your beauty, I suppose you will tell

U!:."

"Don't be a fool ; don't you think they kn9w that in
the course of natural events I shall be a peer of Great
Britain, and they may say what they like about all
being equal, the Americans love a lord as much as we
do."
"By Jove ! what a long speech for you, Leverson; I
did not think you had it in you."
"I'm mad, clean through, mad."

,

.
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"What about?"
"Being kept here, when I might be having such
good times in London."
"We shall not be here long."
"Don't you think so?"
"Now how can we?

The rebels are using up all

their powder and shot in the wildest manner, when
they might be doing something better."
"Pity you are not with them."
"None of your sarcasm."
The speakers were British officers, who had been
reconnoitering beyond Charlestown, and were sheltering from the sleet and rain which fell incessantly.
"I say, Leverson, what if we get tracked and cornered, eh ?"
'Who by?"
"Rebs."
"Ha! ha! ha! That is a good joke! Rebs, indeed;
why they are a lot of country yokels, afraid of their
own shadows, unless they hunt in herds."
"Sneer as you like, but, by Jove ! I believe that there
is a method in their madness ; look yonder !"
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"What do you see?"
There was no need of an answer, ior almost within
gunshot a large body of men approached, and moved
speedily along, passing the officers, who were effectually hidden.

The men were not in uniform, but

two or three, who were mounted, had a kind of martial
trapping, which showed that they were officers of
rank.
"Lucky dogs, aren't we?"
"I should say so, but, by Jove! I'm glad my aristocratic mother cannot see the kind of creatures her son
is sent to fight."
"By George! what have we coming next? Is it a

' fair?"
circus procession, or a country
"Hush, you will be heard!"
A number of carts loaded with hay and straw came
in sight, and passed in the direction the soldiers had
gone, then followed some more soldiers, and still more
carts of hay fastened tightly into bundles.
Leverson incautiously exposed himself, and almost
immediately a youthful voice was heard:
"What have we here? Spies?"
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"What shall we do?" asked another.
"Secure our prisoners."
The English officers were astonished, for right in
front of them appeared a company of boys armed wiili
muskets, and led by another youth, who scarcely
seemed strong enough to use the sword he carried.
"Gentlemen, I would most respectfully ask you who
you are, and what you are doing here?" asked the
captain of the Boys of Liberty.
Leverson smiled and stroked his chin, as he replied :
"I think it is you who ought to introduce yourselves;
we were here first."
Benjamin Pierce, the acting captain of the boys,
could not help smiling also, but he had stern work
before him, and he called the officers to surrender.
"Surrender? To whom?"
"The American Army," answered Pierce.
"Are you the American Army; perhaps you are the
commander-in-chief?"
"I will thank you for your sword."
"Take it."
"Do you refuse to surrender?"

rp.
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"Don't be a fool, Leverson; we are outnumbered,
and either must surrender or cut our way through."
"Let us try that."
"Agreed. Come on."
But before the officers could take three steps forward, a score of muskets were leveled at them, and
certain death would be the fate of those gallant officers if they attempted to try and force a way
through.
Leverson was the first to reverse his sword, and
holding it by the point presented the hilt to young
Pierce. His companion followed his example, and the
officers were prisoners.
"Will you give your word to stay with us? That is,
not to try and escape?" asked Pierce.
The pledge was given, and the swords were handed
back.
"Why did you do that?" asked Leverson.
"I thought you were gentlemen, even though you do
wear the king's uniform."
"Thank you for your good opinion.
where we are to be taken?"

Might I ask
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"You will excuse me if I do not answer."
The Boys of Liberty surrounded their prisoners and
recommenced their march.

In a few minutes they

reached the top of a hill, where a halt was called. In
the distance could be seen the war vessels of England
resting lazily in the waters; the town was as quiet as
any sleepy place could be, and save for the incessant
firing of the batteries everything in the distance was
still.

Near at hand the constant strokes of picks, the

crashing of branches, the unloading of the carts of
hay, attracted and rivetted the attention of the officers.
They looked at each other, and a flash passed from
eye to eye. In a low voice Leverson said to his companion:
"You were right, there is method in their madness.
I can see their move as plain as the nose on your face."
"What is it?"
"We are at the foot of Dorchester Height, the
Americans have taken possession, and unless we can
let our people know Boston will fall into the hands of
the rebels."
Pierce was standing near the officers, but evidently
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was not interested in their conversation.

He was

straining his eyes in the direction of Boston Common.
As he looked he saw a rocket rise in the air, then
quickly another, and a third, and again another, then
all was still again:
"Four; yes, that is right

March the fourth; well,

we shall be ready. I wish I had a strong glass, I would
like to see what happened to the one who dared to set
fire to rockets on the Common."
"Some signal?" asked one of the officers.
"Signal?" repeated Pierce.
"Four rockets were fired from Boston."
"Were they? Then I suppose your people are contemplating some new move against us."
"I thought you were watching the signals."
"As Boston is under the military rule of the British,
the signals could scarcely be ours, so what have I to
gain by watching ?"
The tables were turned on the officers, but Pierce
saw that they were too shrewd and skilled to be left at
large too long, so he gave orders to leave the hill and
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seek the nearest staff officers to whom he could deliver
his prisoners.

In a few minutes the Boys of Liberty succeeded in
locating Gen. Thomas, and explained to him the capture that had been made.
"Splendid! Magnificent!" he exclaimed, as he found
out that one of the officers was the Hon. George Leverson, eldest son of Lord Leverson, one of King George's
privy councilors.

CHAPTER XV.
THE WORD OF AN

OFFICER AND GENTLEMAN·.

"I believe that you have given your word not to escape?" Gen. Thomas said to Leverson.
"I believe so," drawled the officer.
"Then you are free. I think an officer and gentleman
will respect his word."

Gen. Thomas left the English officers feeling confident that even if they did escape they could not reach
Boston in time to save the town.
To the officers the sight which met their gaze was
deeply interesting. Mounds of earth were rising on the
crest of the hill ; barrels were being filled with earth
and sand ; facsines were being moved from place to
place and located where they were most needed; loads
of hay were being used to supplement the fascines, or
faggots of wood, and everything spoke to them of
strong fortifications.
"By George, Leverson; what is Howe doing that he
does not know of this?"
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"I do not know; he seems to keep his batteries busy
on the other side, but this side is neglected altogether."
"I wish we could warn him."
"Yes ; but it is impossible."
"I am not so sure about that.

I think I could slip

away, and--"

"Break your parole?"
"Parole be hanged ! Who cares for a parole given
to a lot of farmers who are rebels?"

"They seem to have some soldiers among them."
"Yes ; and let me tell you that if Howe is wise he
will hang a few of them on Boston Common."

"He will have to catch them first."
"If I can slip away that will be an easy matter."
"What do you propose?"
'When night comes we must both pretend to sleep,
then when suspicion is averted I will get away.

I

know just where the nearest British picket is stationed, and can reach that post, give my information
and be back by your side before sunrise.''
"If all goes well."
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"It is bound to go all right. My fate is written in
the stars, and success is predicted."
"Don't talk rot!

What have the stars to do with

it? Give me a good sword and a trusty horse, and you
may keep your stars to yourself."
"Then you think I should fail?"
"I am sure of it."
"Then I had better give up all thoughts of warning
our people, I suppose."
"Unless you are tired of life."
"Well, I cannot say that I want to explore the
Great Beyond just yet."
"Then take it easy, stay and respect your parole."
"My faithful mentor, you almost persuade me."
Leverson pleaded that he was tired, and so worked
upon the feelings of the officer in charge that he gave
the prisoners permission to rest in a tent which was
hidden among the trees.
Night came on apace, and the two officers, who were
really exhausted, threw themselves on a quantity of
dry hay, and one at least was genuinely asleep in no
time.
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Leverson opened his eyes and tried to look around
him, but save for a few lights in the distance, he could
not see anything.

He had taken his bearings with

accuracy, and being an engineer he had made no mistake in his calculation.
An hour passed and by that time he knew that the
sentry passed the tent about once in every quarter of
an hour.

No sooner had the man walked past the

tent than Leverson crawled over his companion and
emerged from the tent, raising the canvas at the rear
noiselessly and only high enough for him to crawl
under.
Everyone said that Leverson had cat's eyes, that
he could see just as well in the dark as in the light,
and it seemed to be true, for he crawled through the
brush and eventually rose to his feet and walked without once tripping over a root or stumbling over a stone.
He made his way across the neck of land, feeling
proud of his success, and dreaming bright dreams of
the reward he would receive. · In his vision he saw
himself mentioned in the reports to the king, and
imagined George writing immediately to thank him and
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to bestow on him the coveted ribbon of Commander
of the Bath, or it might be a peerage in his own right.
He had heard Howe say, "Retain Boston until the
spring and the rebellion is crushed," and he saw how
his information would enable Howe to forestall the
Americans, and most likely save the town.
So occupied was he with his dreams that he ran
right into the arms of a young and apparently unarmed youth.
"Throw up your hands!" cried the youth.
"You young fool, who are you talking to?" asked
Leverson.
"Throw up your hands, or I'll send a bullet through
you!"
Leverson, now thoroughly roused, tried to slip past
the youth, but a leg was put out suddenly and the English officer sprawled on the ground. His presence of
mind did not desert him, his quick eyes had noticed
that the youth wore civilian clothes, hence he reasoned was a sympathizer with the Americans.
He sat up and laughed.

His laugh was so heartily
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spontaneous that it would have deceived a shrewder
man than the youth.
"What are you laughing at?" was asked.
"It seemed so ridiculous; but I was a fool. I ought
to have told you that I was on a special and confidential
mission from Gen. Thomas--"
"Is that the truth ?"
"Why, certainly! Why should you doubt me?"
"You are English."
Again there was the same hearty laugh, but this
time it sounded a trifle forced.
"This is not the time to fling taunts," said Leverson.
"I know that Boston will soon be evacuated.

I am

anxious to fulfill my mission."
"It is strange that your mission should take you in
the direction of the British lines and away from the
American forces ."
"I hope I have not lost my way."
Leverson felt that every moment spent in conversation lessened his chance of success, and so he resolved on a bold action.
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"Are you going to allow me to pass, or am I to
force my way?"
"I rather guess you will have to force a way, if you
want to pass ; but if you are honest, you will return
with me and take a more direct course."
Leverson gave the youth a push which nearly sent
him to earth, but Frank Lowry, for he it was, had not
studied the art of self-defense for nothing.

He was

ready for his opponent, and pretending to stagger back,
he only waited his opportunity to land a tremendous
blow on the Englishman's chin.
Leverson was not expecting this, and he reeled like
a drunken man. However, he rallied easily and drew
his sword, making a quick thrust at Lowry.

The

youth was too quick for him, and stooping down allowed the sword thrust to pass over his head, while
with his right hand he landed such a terrific blow on
Leverson's stomach that the officer fell, carrying Lowry
. to the ground with him.
Both men had pistols, but neither wished to make

an alarm, so neither attempted to use them, Lowry
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trusting entirely to his strength of muscle and Leverson to his sword.
The Englishman reached for his sword, which had
fallen from his hand, but Lowry was too quick for him,
and got hold of the hilt first.
There was a brief struggle for the weapon, but its
owner was at a disadvantage, and the American retained his grip on it.
With a sharp twist Lowry released the sword and
placing the point on Leverson's breast, he said, as
calmly as his excitement would permit:
"Hands up, or I will run you through ."
Leverson was no coward, but was possessed of a
considerable amount of brute courage. He tried to
beat down the sword, but only succeeded in lowering
the point a little, getting a nasty gash on his thigh for
his pains.
Again the two struggle d, for Lowry had lost his
advantage, but the duel was of short duration, for
the officer tripped on a stone and fell, but in doing so
he got the sword point once more in his leg, making a
wound which was positively painful.
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Lowry had now got tired of what he called byplay, and angrily exclaimed:
"Surrender, or, by thunder! I'll kill you."
"Do so!

I shall be killed anyway, and better die

here than in your camp."
Lowry held the officer down on the ground and
listened.

In the distance he coulcl hear the tramp of

a body of men, and his quick ears told him that they
were coming that way.
But his quickness of hearing told him that they
were Americans ; the step was too irregular for the
trained soldiers of England, and was more like the
unrnilitary steps of raw recruits.
He gave a call which was often heard among the
Americans, for it was the battle cry of the Boys of
Liberty, a cry originated by Paul Revere, and adopted
by every company of that valiant band of boys, no
matter in what part of the country they might be.
The call was answered, and in a brief space of time
Frank Lowry was saluting Benjamin Pierce.
"A prisoner, did you say?"
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"Yes; and one worth taking care of. I fancy he has
lost a lot of blood."
Pierce gave orders to have the wounded man lifted
up carefully, and then he turned the light of a dark
lantern upon him and almost lost his presence of mind,
as he recognized the prisoner.
"Broke your parole, eh?

Well, you will not do it

again."
"I am not sorry," murmured the officer.
to save my men.

"I did it

I took the risk, I will pay the

penalty."
"You will be tried and condemned--" Pierce commenced, but the wounded man interrupted:
"Tried, but not condemned; tried, but by the highest
Judge of all, and He will pardon me for giving my
life to save my people."
Leverson tried to stand, but his knees gave way under him, and at the same moment a gush of blood
poured from his mouth, he shivered, staggered and
fell-in Pierce's arms-dead.
He had gone to be tried, and who can tell what the
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verdict of that Judge who dealeth out the surest justice and yet tempers it with mercy, would be?
Pierce told his story of the previous capture of the
distinguished Englishman, and Lowry told his, and
then both came to the conclusion that the dead body
should be taken back to the camp.

CHAPTER XVI.
HOW

THE

SIGNALS

WERE

FIRED.

Frank Lowry had not been able to rest in Boston.
The signals had been given from the Common, but no
answering ones had been seen, and he was afraid that
something had gone wrong.
He made his way out of the town, and had managed
to elude the vigilance of the outposts, meeting with no
adventure worth speaking about until he encountered
Leverson.

He entered the American lines, and by the aid of the
Boys of Liberty, reached the headquarters of Washington much quicker than he had anticipated.
Washington was pleased to see him, though every
moment of the commander's time was bespoken.
"What news ?" the general asked.
'"Were the signals seen ?"
"Yes; but I am afraid they were not answered."
"That is why I am here. Those signals were fired
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by one of the bravest girls that ever drew the breath
of life.
"Priscilla Beverley, with her own hand, fired them.
Apparently, without any design, she was walking
across the Common, accompanied by Mistress Tracy
and Gen. Burgoyne, when a half-silly boy, called Dan
Daniels, ran after the party and cried out: 'See what
pretty things I've got?'

Burgoyne ordered the boy

away, and when Dan refused, the brave general raised
his foot and kicked him out of the path. Dan let fall
his bundle, which Priscilla, who was advised beforehand, knew to be rockets ; there were seven in the
bundle, and the girl stooped down to pick ·them up.
Mistress Tracy was very excited, and said, 'Throw
them down, Priscilla, you do not know what they are!'
Whereupon Dan cried out, 'Give them to me, they are
mine, they are so pretty when they are lighted.' "
"Did not Burgoyne want to know where the boy
had got them?"
"Yes; and Dan blurted out that one of the king's
officers had g'li,en him some money and he had bought
them.

Priscilla insisted that she would fire one.

In
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vam Mistress Tracy and the general protested; she
was determined, and at last threatened to go home and
never speak to the general again if she was not allowed to have her way. Dan clapped his hands, and
cried out that the pretty lady should fire them all;
then he stood on his head, threw a somersault and
landed with his dirty feet on the beautiful, spotless red
coat of the British general.

'Mistress Priscilla,' said

Burgoyne, 'the risk is great, do not attempt to fire the
rockets.

Come to the barracks and my soldiers shall

set them off for you.' Priscilla knew that there might
be danger in that, for they might not be ~een, so she
refused the invitation, and when again both her com·panions declared that it was very unladylike, she retorted that it was no more so than play-acting, and
that unless she was allowed to do as she wanted she
would not take part in the play on which Burgoyne had
set his heart.

That settled the matter, 1'-ud Burgoyne

himself showed how to manage th~ ~Dl'ket.

Dan was

full of joy; he scampered about, he lauihed, clapped
his hands, played all sorts of pranks, and Priscilla
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caught the contagion of his enthusiasm and said she
must really set off another. A third and then a fourth
were lighted, and then Priscilla threw the other three
to the boy, and rubbed her hands, as though to wipe off
the very thought of ever having handled the things.
'They were just horrid,' she exclaimed.

'Then why

did you insist?' asked Burgoyne. 'I was obstinate,' she
replied; 'you both said I must not do it, and that made
me insist, just to show that I am a free American
woman not going to be commanded by anyone.' Burgoyne told her that her words were treasonable, and
she faced him angrily, and dared him to have her arrested.

He only laughed, and soon the others joined,

and a merrier trio never walked on Boston Common
that year than Priscilla and her two companions."
"Did not Burgoyne suspect anything?"
"No; but Col. Baker did.

He is stationed· near the

Common, and when he saw four rockets fired he immediately gave orders to have the matter investigated.
Had he spoken to Burgoyne nothing would have come
of it; but he goes to work and offers a reward for the

-..
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arrest of the one who fired the rockets. That had its
effect, and within an hour Priscilla was a prisoner.
She demanded to be taken before the governor, and to
him she admitted firing the rockets. He asked if they
were signals, and she looked so innocent and gentle
that Howe was inclined to laugh. 'I wish I had fired
all silly Dan had,' she said; 'but the things were so
nasty and dirty, that I began to think I was as silly as
the boy, and so I threw the others down.' Howe-told
her she was accused of signaling the enemy, and he
laughed as he told her, and declared that it was his
duty to punish her, which he did by ordering her to
drink a glass of wine to the toast of the king. Having
done so, and she could do it very well, because she still
thinks the king will come to his senses and give us all
we want, she remarked that she was glad Howe had
not asked her to drink the king's health in tea, for
then she might have rebelled."
"I am glad that no harm came to her."
"'Now to tell you what has been done. On the evening of the fourth there is to be a play given at the
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house of Mistress Tracy, under the patronage of the
governor, who has commanded all officers able to
leave their posts, to be present. There is to be a money
collection for the sick soldiers, and so all the most
prominent officers will be expected to be present. Mistress Tracy and Priscilla have arranged to have the
affair kept up until very late, and we all hope that they
will stay long enough for you to complete your forti-

fications."
"Three hours will suffice.

Everything is in readi-

ness, and if all goes well Boston will be ours before
many days."
Washington gave Lowry many messages to friends
in Boston, and especially to the beautiful Priscilla, who
had risked so much for the cause, and then Lowry
started back, but not without misgivings, for entering
the town might be more difficult than leaving it.
It so happened that on his way he overtook a
farmer's cart loaded with bags of produce, which he
had received permission to take into the town. Lowry
managed, by the means of certain eloquent arguments,
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among which might be mentioned a few round pieces
of gold, very often called coins, to convince the farmer
that he might just as well add a little more to his load.
Twice the farmer was challenged, but he showed
his permit, and was allowed to pass ; but the third time
the sentry insisted on searching the cart, and Lowry
felt his heart beating with forty horse-power.
A sack was opened and found to contain potatoes,
another had winter cabbages in it, and a third some
other kind of farm produce; the soldier was convinced
and the cart continued its journey.
The town was entered, when another soldier challenged, and not satisfied with the permit, nor trusting
to examining some of the bags, unhitched the horse
and deliberately dumped the whole contents of the
cart into the road. To the surprise of the soldier, who
was only actuated by officiousness and perhaps a love
of mischief, he received a rattling crack over the head
from the farmer's whip, which Lowry had seized as
soon as he saw the man's intention. Before the soldier
recovered his senses Lowry was a long distance away,
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and the poor farmer had to bear the brunt of the soldier's displeasure.
No charge was made against the farmer, for the
soldier knew that he had exceeded his authority, and
he feared the consequences to himself.

CHAPTER XVII.
THE

REHEARS AL.

The evening of the fourth of March was an ideal
springtime; the day had been superb, and when the
sun was near the time for it to sink below the horizon
the red rays made a glorious sunset.
The American batteries had been busy all day, and
several shells had been fired into the town, but many
more at the war ships in the harbor.
"They are wasting a lot of valuable ammunition,"
said Burgoyne, with a shrug of his shoulders, and a
brother officer had retorted that "it would be a good
thing when they had fired it all, for then that would be
the end of the rebels."
"I wish Howe would send out a couple of regiments
and crush them," another remarked.
"I should think it would be easy; they may be good
fighters, but they have bad generals."
"Of whom are _you speaking?"
"Why, the rebels of course."

The Rehearsal.
"What makes you think their generals are bad?"
"Do you think a good general would keep from fortifying Dorchester Heights?"
"They couldn't do that.

Our guns would sweep

them off the face of the earth in no time."
"I fancy that is so; but I wonder they have not
tried it."
"And bring another Bunker Hill 1.bout their ears?''
"I have advised Howe to fortify the ht;ghts," Bt:rgoyne remarked, "and he has promised to do so in a
few days.

Most likely he will send the engineers to-

morrow."
"I think this play to-night is a crazy piece of business," an officer remarked, as Burgoyne walked away.
"Why?"
"I have a premonition--"
"From superstition, good Lord deliver me I"
"Laugh ; but wait until you see who laughs last."
"Are you going to Mistress Tracy's?"
"It amounts to a command; and an evening will be
wasted.

By the way, we shall have to hurry.

meet at seven."

We

The Rehearsal.
"What an unearthly hour l I never knew anything
commence later than six before, did you?"
"Innovations, my dear fellow, are the order of the
day; but I suppose we go late and leave early--"
"In the morning, if what I hear is correct.''
"And that--"
"Wine and good things are to be dispensed on a
lavish scale."
"I'll not make another objection."
Every officer who could be spared had received notice that his presence was desired at the special rehearsal of the play, and it did seem almost a command.
Mistress Tracy had borrowed from the commanderin-chief two large mess tents, and Howe had sent a
number of soldiers to erect them at the rear of the
lady's residence.

Two windows in the back of the

drawing room were taken out, so that the room and
the tents would make one large auditorium, at the
far end of whicfi was a stage.
Burgoyne had spent most of the day superintending
the arrangements, and when he left to put on his dress
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uniform he was well satisfied with himself and more
than pleased with Priscilla, who was the originator of
the idea.

I

The tragedy of "Zara," written by the English general, was an exciting one, though full of bombastic
lines. It appealed to the soldiers, and made them think
that Burgoyne was the best playwriter that ever lived,
not even excepting Shakespeare.

A journal of the

day said in its columns:
"Gen. Burgoyne is undoubtedly an able soldier, but
soldiers can be made; only Heaven itself can produce a
genius such as the one who wrote 'Zara.' "
It was little wonder, then, that a very expectant
throng assembled in the auditorium provided by Mistress Tracy, and especially as admission was only by
invitation.
The play was passing off admirably, the players had
stumbled very little with their lines, Burgoyne, as the
hero, had acquitted himself like a professional, and the
last act had just commenced, when the canvas of the
tent was slightly raised on one side and Dan Daniels
crawled into the auditorium.

He forced his way
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among the fashionable ladies and officers to the middle
of the aisle, and in a loud voice shouted :
"The rebels are comin g; they're at it hammer and
tongs! "
The boy looked so earnest, he seemed so agitated
that everyone save those on the stage applauded him
and more than one exclaimed that he was the best actor
there, for it was the universal opinion that it was a
part of the prearranged program.
Burgoyne stepped to the front of the stage and ordered Dan to be arrested.
"Wha t have I done? If this is the way the king's
men treat me, I'll be a rebel, so I will."
"Leav e him alone; he is harmless," said one of the
ladies.
"He is spoiling the play," added another.
"Dan, come and sit by me," a lady called out, mal<ing way for the boy by her side.
"He's a prisoner, ma'am," said the soldier.
"I'll be his bond; leave him to me."
As Dan was quieted no furthe r notice was taken of
him by the crowd. The lady whispered to him:

"
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'Were you told to come in and say what you did?"
"Told? why, no; who should tell me?"
"Why did you do it?"
"Didn't the dominie say in South Church that we
should honor the king, and that the rebels were not
doing so, and were not good men?"
"Did he? But what has that to do with it?"
"I wanted to honor the king, and when I saw the
rebels on Dorchester--"
A quick movement of a hand sent Dan sprawling on
the floor, and Frank Lowry explained why he had
done it:
"He was spoiling the play, and, besides, was tearing
your dress, madam."
Turning to Dan, who had struggled to his feet, he
said:
"Come out with me, I will listen to you, and we may
defeat them yet."
The half-silly boy followed Lowry and was as silent
as the grave until th ey were outside the house.
"You can see for yourself, Master Frank, and then
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you'll know that I am a king's man; but I'll be a rebel
after this."
"Don't speak a word, Dan, until you are in my room,
or some one may hear you and spoil our sport. We
will have some rare sport, never fear."

The boy was won over, and not a word did he speak
until Frank had him in his room, and then Lowry gave
him to understand that he would have to remain there
a prisoner until morning, and if he attempted to escape
he would surely be killed for disturbing the players and
their guests.
Dan was frightened, and perfectly willing to stay,
and when Lowry returned to the play he interested
some of those with whom he talked in Dan's behalf,
who was "only a poor, half-witted fellow, anyway."
The curtain was drawn on the players, and the last
word of "Zara" had been spoken from the stage, when
Gen. Howe, on behalf of Mistress Tracy, asked that
all would stay for refreshments, after which the collection would be taken up for the sick and wounded
soldiers.
Willing hands moved the chairs and benches so

\I

The Rehearsal.
that there could be more sociability, and others acted

as amateur waiters and handed round the wine and
cakes.
When all had been supplied with the wine the governor, raising his glass, said that it was a usual and
proper thing to propose the toast-the king-first, but
he was getting so used to the talk of free Americans that
he would depart from that custom and give as a senti-

ment Mistress Tracy and Mistress Priscilla Beverley.
Everyone drank to such a toast, and every glass
was empty.
"Quick! fill the glasses to their very brim, or we
shall be denounced as rebels !" exclaimed the governor,
holding out his glass to be filled.

He scarcely waited

for all to be served before he asked all to rise and
drink to the health and prosperity of his majesty, King
•,\4'

George.
When the glasses were empty he gave a sigh of relief, and said in a low voice to Mistress Fairly:
"I suppose I forgot myself in that first toast, but the
king has gone down all right."
"And the king will go down all right in this land
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very soon if we don't do something to keep him up,"
added an officer.
"What do you insinuate?"
"That if we do not occupy Dorchester Heights very
soon the rebels will, and then Boston will fall into·
their hands."
"You talk a lot of rubbish, Lord Percy I The rebels
have no more chance of getting a foothold on Dorchester Heights than we have of flying."

"I am not so sure of that."
"To-morrow, Lord Percy, you shall take a column
of engineers and fortify the heights."
"Do you mean it?"
"It is an order."

"I am glad, for I have had my fears about that
place."
The collection diverted the attention of the officers
and ladies for nearly an hour, for those who had not
brought money were oc,upied in writing promises to
pay, and then came the w<>rk of counting.
Priscilla at last asked Howe to call for silence, and
then she announced that the sum of three hundred
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pounds had been given or promised for the sick and
wounded soldiers, and that she would hand it over to

Gen. and Gov. Howe for use as he saw best.
It really seemed that the applause would never stop,
and Burgoyne declared that he thought if the rebels
won, which Heaven forbid, the Americans should se-

lect Priscilla as their queen.
Everyone wanted to drink her health, and so frequent was the excuse made that the sun had risen more
than half an hour before it occurred to anyone that it
was time to go home.
The parting toast was proposed when a terrific roar
of artillery startled the guests, and immediately a

young officer burst into the room and cried out :
"Do you hear that? The rebels have got Dorchester
and are firing into the town."
A rush was made into the street and to a point
where a view could be obtained of Dorchester Heights.
A line of formidabl e fortifications frowned on the
town; cannons were mounted, and it did not need a
strong glass to see that the Americans were gathered

in force.

I
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A shot was fired from the fortifications and struck
one of the men-of-war in the harbor.
"We have lost! we have lost!" exclaimed the governor.
"Not yet, your excellency ; you have promised me
the favor of occupying the heights," said Lord Percy,
"and I ask the renewal of that promise."
"Select a column of three thousand men and storm
the rebel works before nightfall !" ordered Howe, and
Percy stroked his chin and gave a grunt of satisfaction.

,.

CHAPTER XVIII.
PRISONERS.

When the fumes of the wine had somewhat evaporated and the brains of the governor and his staff
were clearer, it was seen that the British had been
fooled and the Americans were masters of the situation.
Lord Percy set about his task of selecting a column
of men who should drive the daring rebels from the
heights, even though every man in the column was
sacrificed. Percy was just the man for the work, and
Howe showed good judgment in the selection he had
made.

In less than two hours the column, consisting of two
thousand four hundred men, started to carry out the
behest of the governor. Percy took his men to Castle
Island and announced that he would make the assault
in the afternoon.
While he was engaged in getting together his men

Prisoners.
Gov. Howe was having some very serious thoughts,
and he sent for Burgoyne to consult with him.
''What do ,you think?" he asked the general.
"Treachery."
"You mean that some one inside the town was in
league with the rebels?"
"It is certain."
"But who could it be?"
"Think how we have been fooled, it makes me mad ;
it does more, it makes me hate myself for a fool !"
"What have you got to do with it?"
"Think it over.

I see it all plainly.

It is not the

first time man has been fooled by a pair of pretty
eyes."
"What in the name of goodness do you insinuate ?"
"I hate myself for being an accomplice."
"You? Is it possible that you are the traitor?"
"I might as well have been.

I tell you, Howe, we

have all been fooled, you as well as the rest of us."

"Speak out, man, you exasperate me !"
"Do you remember that day when Mistress Beverley
sent off the rockets on the Common?"
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"Ha ! ha ! ha ! Of course I do.

What a glorious

girl she is! I wish I were younger. Full of life. I say,
Burgoyne, what a magnificent night we spent as her
guests!"
"Yes; fools that we were."
"What do you mean? I admit that it was unfortunate that we were reveling instead of watching the
rebels."
"That was the object of the rehearsal and party."
"I am getting tired of your riddles. Say what is in
your mind, and have done with it, or I shall begin to
think that the .wine still lingers in your brain."
"Listen, then. When that girl--"
"Speak respectfully of our hostess of last evening,
or do not speak at all."
Burgoyne bit his lips and hesitated a moment.

He

as well as the governor had been under the charm of
the beautiful Priscilla, and it was hard to speak against
her.
"When Mistress Beverley fired the rockets, how.
many did she light?"
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"Four, I think you said, for you defended her when
she was accused of signaling the enemy."
"More fool me.

Yes, she set off four, and then

threw the rest back again to that idiot.

By the way,

I begin to think Dan is no idiot at all, but a dangerous
rebel in disguise, or else why should he be on the
Common with rockets just at that particular time?
And how came he to have the: money to buy them?"
"Do not talk in riddles."
"Four rockets were fired, and that very day Mistress
Priscilla sent out the invitations to her party for the
fourth of the month, and while we were reveling and
making fools of ourselves, the enemy was seizing the
most important point."
"But it could not all have been done in one night."
"No; the preparations were made daily, most likely,
and that was why so much powder and shot was wasted
on the opposite side of the town.

We were blinded.

But every officer was invited to--"
"Enjoy your play, which you worried me into allowing to be performed."
"Our attention was diverted, and that gave the
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enemy time to get the formidable earthworks ready.
Can't you see it all?"
"Then you think that Mistress Priscilla and Mistress Tracy--"
"No, no; I'd stake my life on Mistress Tracy's loyalty. She was duped the same as we were."
"You think that an innocent girl, an inoffensive
young lady, charming as Venus, beautiful as---"
"Spare me, I beseech you. The more beautiful the
more dangerous.

I think that she either originated

the idea and carried it out, or else was duped as well
as us."

"But who could have duped her?"
"Frank Lowry!"
The name fell on the governor's ears like a clap of
thunder.

He began to think that perhaps Burgoyne

was right, but, if so, how had it been possible for
Lowry to communicate with the enemy, and how could
it be that he could formulate such a deep plot and
carry it out so completely?
The more Howe reflected the more puzzled he be-
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came, but a very grave doubt had arisen in his mind,
and do what he would it grew in intensity.
"You think that I ought to arrest the lady and
Lowry?"
"Yes ; lock the stable door after the horse has been
stolen. You know I warned you long ago."
"I know you did ; but you were satisfied that Mistress Priscilla was innocent about the rockets."
"Her bright eyes fooled me."
"That is right; you are a worthy son of Adam. He,
if I do not mistake, blamed the woman Eve for his
deceit and disobedience."
"Taunt me if you please.

I fear that it is too late

to save Boston."
Howe called for his orderly, who immediately entered the room.
"Send Lieut. Bingley to me."
The orderly saluted and withdrew, and in a few minutes Bingley entered, and the painful silence was
broken.
"Bingley, take a company and arrest Mistress
Tracy--"
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"What for?'' Gen. Burgoyne asked; but a withering
look from his superior silenced him, and no answer
was given.
"Arrest Mistress Tracy, Mistress Priscilla Beverle}'
and Frank Lowry.

Bring them to me as speedily as

you can."
Bingley colored to the roots of his hair. He had no
fancy for the work, and Burgoyne imagined that it was
only given to his cousin because of the relationship,
and in order to humiliate himself.
"Waste no time about it."
"Your excellency, the ladies were up all last night,
and will doubtless be sleeping now."
"I ordered you to arrest them. If they are sleeping
they must be awakened, and, mind you, lieutenant,
there must be no shirking of your duty."
An hour passed before the ladies were admitted to
the room where they had often been honored guests,
but now were prisoners.
"I am sorry to have had to take this course, ladies,
but duty is inexorable.

I have to ask you some dis-
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agreeable questions, and I feel sure that you will answer them and clear up this strange coincidence."
Howe bowed very low as he spoke, and the ladies
courtesied as was the fashion.
"Are you aware, ladies, that the enemy has fortified
Dorchester Heights, and that it was done while we
were all at your house last night?"
"I am not surprised to hear it," Priscilla answered
in a low but not apologetic voice.
"Perhaps you do not realize what that means."
"Will you tell us?" asked Mistress Tracy, "and then
it may be that we shall be better able to understand
why we have been exposed to this indignity."
"It means that we have not one chance in a thousand of holding Boston. I fear me that we shall have
to evacuate at once."
"Can they not be dislodged?" asked the elder lady.
"Lord Percy thinks they can ; but I am too old a
soldier to have any such idea. No, ladies, the enemy
has caught me in a trap."
"But I fail to see what we have to do with that."
"You invited us to spend the night in social festivi-
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ties at your house, Mistress Tracy; and perhaps you
will tell me that it was a coincidence that the invitation
should be for the fourth, and that a few days before·
you-I include you both-signaled the enemy by firing
four rockets from the Common--"
Mistress Tracy gave a long gasp, as though she were
about to faint. She would not betray Priscilla, though
she now saw that she had evidently been used as a tool,
or worse, she, a good Tory, whose entire sympathy was
with the British.
Priscilla had been seated, but now she rose, and
clinching her hands tightly, stood facing the governor.
She had to hold her breath a few moments to steady
her nerves. Then in a clear, low and melodious voice
she said:
"Your excellency, I am alone to blame. I give you
my word that Mistress Tracy is entirely innocent. It
is true that I fired four rockets, I will not try to
evade anything.

I knew that Dan would be on the

Common with them. I am sorry for him. He had no
knowledge why they were sold to him; but all was
carefully planned, and the boy told the truth. I fired
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four because that was to be the date of the rehearsal.
I go further and tell you that the only reason you were
all invited last night was to divert your attention from
the Colonial army--"
"You acted with the rehels, then?"
"They are patriots, not rebels ; but call them what
you like, they are my countrymen, and I am proud if
I have been able to serve them even so slightly."
"You say this, knowing that the town will fall into
their hands ; that the protection of the soldiers will be
withdrawn ?"
"That was why I did it."
"Who planned this conspiracy?"
"Excuse me, there could be no conspiracy when only
one was implicated, and that one was myself.

I, and

no one else, planned it, except," and she gave a very
low courtesy "that your excellency commanded the officers to leave the rebels-tha t was what you saidalone for one night."
"Do you know the consequences of your admission?''
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"Yes; I have thought of that, and know that you
have the power to have me shot for what I have done."
"Did you think of that before you acted as you have
done?"
"Yes, yes I I knew what I was doing, and am not
afraid of the penalty I shall have to pay."
"Your uncle-did he know of it?"
"Uncle Robert? How thoroughly absurd! He is so
loyal to the foreigner, I beg pardon, to the British that
he would shoot me himself if he knew what I have
done.

No; uncle is a Tory.

But my father-if he

can see me from his heavenly home now-will say,
'God bless you, Priscilla, you have done well I' "
Voices were heard in the anteroom and louder than

all the others was that of Frank Lowry.
"I tell you, I will go in, even if I have to smash in
the door. It is impossible that Gen. Howe can really
be guilty of punishing innocent ladies."

Howe crossed to the door and threw it open. Bingley stood in the center of the room with his prisoner,
Frank Lowry.
"Your excellency, I am here a prisoner, where often
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I have been a guest," said Lowry, "and I ask you, by
what right you dare to talk of shooting innocent
women?"
It was a bold speech, and Howe bit his lips. He had
no idea that he had spoken loud enough to be heard
outside.
"Come into this room, prisoner, and then we can
talk, though I will not be questioned by you."
I

The three prisoners stood before the governor, and
Lowry at once plunged into the subject.
"Mistress Tracy is as innocent as a babe.

I made

use of her, as I did of Mistress Priscilla Beverley to
aid my friends.

If there is any guilt in the matter, it

is all mine--"
"Not so," Priscilla spoke up; "I am guilty. Let me
bear it. I am well able, and if it be Heaven's will that
I shall be shot, I know that it will be the salvation of
the American cause."
Mistress Tracy was sobbing like a child. She was so
frightened that it was impossible for her to speak, but
when Lowry testified to her innocence she looked at
him with a grateful smile.
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When she was able to control herself she gasped
out:
"I am innocent.

I gave my money to help the

British, and now I am treated this way.

I shall go

mad! Is there no one who will vouch for my loyalty?"
The governor, kind-hearted as he was reputed to be,
saw that her emotion was real, and knew that it proceeded from inocence, said to her :
"You are free, Mistress Tracy.

Whatever these

have done, I am sure you had no part in it."
She did not wait a moment.

She did not look at

either Priscilla nor Lowry, but hurried away from
the Province House as speedily as her horses could
gallop.
"Lowry, I am "deceived in you," said Howe.

"I

trusted you; and even when you were accused of rescuing an old man and his daughter from my soldiers
on the Common I did not believe it ; but now I know
that you are guilty. I have issued orders for the man
and his daughter to be arrested, and also for Jasper
Cranmer of the Hay Market, to be taken prisoners for
harboring them."
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"It is only what I expected.

Are there no others

dangerous to the king's peace?"
"Do not exasperate me, sir."
"I have no wish to do so.

I have only labored for

my country, as you have for yours, and a day will
come, your excellency, when you and your countrymen
will admit that we acted just right."

"You will not live to see it, for, if I mistake not, you
will be shot before many days are over."

"Perhaps so, and, again, perhaps not.

But leave

that aside, I ask you not to punish an innocent girl.
Allow Mistress "Beverley to follow Mistress Tracy to
her home."
"She has confessed."
"Confessed ? I am ashamed of your manhood I Gen.
Howe, is it chivalrous to take advantage of a girl's
fright?"
"Frank, do not plead for me, I have no desire to
plead innocence. I am guilty, more, far more than you
are."
An interruption took place, and Howe, having heard
fresh evidence of Lowy's successful communicating
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with Washington, ordered the two to be placed in the
town prison, there to await trial and what would fol\

fow as a natural course, condemnation.
"'1tcep up your courage, Priscilla, all is not lost yet,"
:said Lowry, as he was led away.
I

"Be brave, my noble boy, God bless you I" added
Priscilla.

CHAPTER XIX.
TRIUMPH.

Gen. Howe visited Castle Island to see the prepara•
tions made by Lord Percy for the assault on the American fortifications, and expressed himself as being ·Nell
pleased.
At the hour appointed for the assault a fierce stonn
arose and prevented the British troops from moving.

In the American lines the greatest enthusiasm prevailed. Washington visited the trenches and exhorted
his men.
It was the anniversary of the Boston massacre, and
the soldiers were eager to avenge the deaths of their
countrymen.
A battle was momentarily expected; but the storm
had made the harbor impassable.

All that night and

all the following day the wind blew a fierce hurricane,
and Percy cursed his bad fortune.
But the storm gave the Americans the opportunity to
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still further extend their lines of earthworks, and Dorchester Heights became impregnable.
Howe summoned his staff and consulted with them
on the course to be adopted.
"There is no particular hurry," said Burgoyne, who
was somewhat of a fatalist; "the stars may favor us
later, and we have food for some time."
"In my opinion," said Manvers, "the first thing to do
is to try the prisoners. There are too many of them,
and they are eating up the food we may need."
"You mean tha~ they should be condemned?"
"Put them against a wall and shoot the whole shebang," replied Manvers, coarsely.
"And bring on our heads reprisals," Howe said.
"If you are afraid, you ought not to have accepted

the position."
"Hot heads never win battles," Howe retorted, and
Manvers felt that the words were an insult, but he was
not in a position to resent them.
"I agree with Manvers about trying the prisoners.
I think that if a few of them were condemned the
enemy might be tempted to try and save them by leav-
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ing their earthworks and giving us a chance to meet
them in the open."
"Lowry has already been condemned to death," said
Howe; "what more is required?"
"The girl must die with him, or else you will be accused of false chivalry.

In my opinion, she is the

more guilty of the two."
"She has been found guilty of being a spy, and her
fate remains in my hand; but she is a frail and beautiful girl, and I shall not sign her death warrant."
"Bewitched you !"
"My mother was a woman; and no woman shall
ever die through act of mine, if I can help it," Howe
said, emphatically.
"When does Lowry die?"
"On the tenth."
"Your soft heart will liberate him before that date."
"Gentlemen, I beg to remind you that I have the
honor to act in the king's name, and what I do I will
answer for to his majesty, and not to you. Burgoyne,
have you heard of Bingley?"

"No."
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"I have. He led a desperate charge on the enemy's
pickets and lost several of his men ; then, with that daring which we admire, if shown on our side, but condemn if it is on the other, he disguised himself and
entered the American lines and was making sketches
of the fortifications when he was taken prisoner."
"Great Heaven! A Bingley captured! A Bingley a
spy! It is horrible!" exclaimed Burgoyne.
"I think he could not be called anything else but a
spy ; but he has been condemned to be shot--"
Impossible I They would never

"Shot as a spy!
dare!"

"But we are going to shoot Lowry as a spy."
"That is different."
"You cannot convince Gen. Washington that there
is any difference.

But I have a communication from

the rebel commander, whom I am beginning to respect, and he offers to exchange Bingley for Lowry."
"And you have consented?"

"No."
"It will be murder if Bingley is shot."
"He will not be shot unless Lowry is, and then--"

Triumph.
"Is not a Bingley, a member of one of England's
greatest families, of more consequence than a common
provincial?" exclaimed Burgoyne, angrily.
"I have informed Washington that Lowry will not

be shot until the tenth, and Bingley is safe until then."
It looked very much as though Burgoyne would foment trouble among the British officers, and Gen. William Howe had the great~st task of that critical time to
calm the discontent.
The days passed away, and no move had been made
by the British because Howe saw that he was caught
in a trap, and was powerless.
The prisons were full of patriots, who forgot caution, and declared that the situation pleased them, but
though many were condemned to death none was
executed.
Communications were being made daily between the
½mericans and British, and on March 17, 1776, an arrangement was consummated, by which the British
should be allowed to retire unmolested on condition
that no executions should take place and the town not
burned.
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The British Army went on board the fleet and sailed
out of the harbor.
Nearly fifteen hundred loyalists left their homes and
fortunes to escape with Howe, fearing the vengeance
of the patriots, but Mistress Tracy was not of that
number. She had grown so fond of Priscilla Beverley
that when the news reached her that her young friend
was in danger of being shot as a spy, she renounced
her allegiance and openly declared that henceforth all
her money, her influence and position should be used
to further the cause of the Americans.
Another notable convert to the American side was
Robert Beverley, who first began by admiring Washington because of the grandeur of his nature as shown
'

by the sending of the letters unopened which had been
in his power, and then he had learned to esteem his
niece, and her condemnation was the last straw.
There was joy in the American camp when it became known that the Tory, Robert Beverley, had
openly joined the patriots, and a message of congratulation was sent to him from Washington.
On the morning of March 18th an advance into
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the town was made by the patriots. Almost at sunrise
the strains of a drum corps were heard, and immediately the streets were crowded with people, ready to
welcome the men who had for ten months besieged
the town.
The foremost soldiers of the army of the people
consisted of a detachment of the Boys of Liberty, the
commander-in-chief declaring that though they were
mostly boys in years, they were veterans in fact, and
that the banner under which they fought entitled them
to precedence.
How proudly did young Benjamin Pierce march at
the head of his detachment, and how delighted was he
to hear that Congress had resolved to give the Boys
of Liberty a standing in the army, and give to their
officers a duly certified commission, for up to that time
the organization had been irregular, and its officers
held rank only by courtesy.
When the Province House was reached, Gen.
Thomas, who had been sent as Washington 's representative, addressed the people, and declared that the
first work when the general enterecl ~t the head of
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the triumphant army, would be the opening of Boston
to those who had been exiled, and the restoration of
the town to some of its former glory.
Great as was the welcome given to the. Boys of
Liberty, it fell far short of the exultation which broke
forth when, on the twentieth of that momentous month,
Gen. Washington made a formal entry into the calamitystricken town.
"The prisoners !" shouted some one in the crowd as
Washington passed, and he immediately ordered that
all military prisoners should be at once released.
Wild excitement prevailed when Robert Beverley
ascended to the steps of the Province House and had his
hand grasped by Washington, but when a few minutes
later Frank Lowry and Priscilla Beverley stood in
front of the great general, it seemed as though the
heavens were rent by the tremendous cheering they
received.
Washington was overcome with emotion and could
scarcely speak, but when he took Priscilla by the hand
and turning to the crowd, said :
"To this lady you owe the redemption of the town,"
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the cheering was so long continued that he had c:;.2portunity to calm his excited nerves.
"Men of Boston, we have won a great victory. For
ten months you have patiently borne the horrors of a
siege, but to-day the country acknowledges your worth,
and when the news reaches Congress the grandeur of
your patience, the magnificence of your patriotism will
be appreciated, and the name of Boston will again be
synonymous with that of Liberty.

To the Boys of

Liberty you owe much, to the two young people by my
side, Lowry and Mistress 'Beverley, you owe a deep
debt of gratitude, and as long as the story of the siege
of Boston is told so long will their deeds stand out in
glorious luster."
Mistress Tracy was awaiting the liberation of the
two brave patriots, and in her carriag e they drove to
her residence, where they were treated as though they
w ere of royal blood.

The lady would not listen to any apologies. She declared that they had done just right, and that she had
but one regret, and that was that she had been a sympathizer of the British for so long; but Lowry replied

~10

Triumph.

that it should be a crown of glory on her head, for by
that sympathy they had been enabled to help the patriots and lead to the evacuation of the town by the
British.
"In other words, my dear friends, you made use of
me to enable you to enact the exciting and realistic
drama of 'Fooling the Enemy.'"
The whole country went wild with excitement. From

all quarters came congratulations, votes of thanks and
messages of encouragement. Congress ordered a gold
medal to be struck in honor of Washington, who had
been victorious over an enemy "for the first time put
to flight."

The farmers had triumphed over the drilled veterans
of the British Army, the amateur officers with no uniforms gayly bedecked with gold lace, and no diamondhilted swords by their sides, had proved that in the
sacred cause of Liberty they were the equals, nay, the
superiors, of the very cream of the British aristocracy.
A new era had commenced ; a glorious advance had
been made by the pioneers of Liberty! The young soldiers who haa enlisfed in the ranks of the American
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Army had proved that valor does not depend upon age,
and history will record that the Boys of Liberty were
worthy of all credit.
But while we hail with enthusiasm the deeds of valor
performed on the battlefield, wh ile we reverence the
names of Washington, Putnam, Thom;-;is and the rest
who contributed so much toward the ; uccess of the
siege of Boston, let us not forget the secret work
which rendered that success possible, and let us ever
remember with pride The Fair Rebel who so ably and
artistically aided in Fooling the Enemy I
THE END.
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)lark Dale's Stage Venture
Young Bank Clerk, The
Young Brid,:e Tender, The

GA'VLE WINTBll:TON.
This very interesting story relates· the tria.ls and triumphs of a
Young .American Actor, inolnding the solution of a very puzzling
mystery.
Young .A.ctor, The

ER.NEST A. YOUNG.
This book is not a treatiffll on sportis, aa ihe title would indicate, but
relates a series of thrilling adventures among boy campers in the
woods of Maine.
:Boats, Bats and Bioyclee

DAVID McKAY, Publlillte:r, Philadelphia.
(Till)

